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4 A riot of ideas. A triumph of imagination over fame. A life enriching experience. 
Do you miss Pavement, buy this and miss them no mare f ptonB 



it is reminiscent of one of Graham Coxon's schizophrenicolly genius early albums, 
it not only surpasses expectations it's actually ace' nm 



'Bitter, brave... poetic... a future cult gem' a 



'Inventive, sparky, imaginative' word 



It released by Nicholas Jones from the middle of Nebraska 
he'd be hailed as an undiscovered mad genius' independent on Sunday 






'Poetic, political. Intensely personal, Wire sounds not defeated 
— but energised' tih> ewrdftm 
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The Blow Photography: Megan Holmes 



I have this great first-time-l-saw-Sunn 0))) story 
about how, at the height of the band's low-end 
guitar bludgeon, a smelly longhaired guy- either 
stuffed full of hallucinogens, or just a random metal 
pervert weirdo, or both - put his hands over my face 
and almost smothered me as he attempted to use 
my head as a kind of prop-up/steering device. I was 
sitting on the floor at the time, so my take is that 
he just thought I was some furniture, but still it 
was quite fucked up. But yeah, whatever - too 
many Sunn 0))) gig stories end up being tales of 
endurance, to the point where you'd be forgiven 
for thinking they're just one of those assault course 
bands that you go to for the aural battle scars. 

You'd be wrong, though, as anyone at the Frieze 
Music show on Friday 1 3 October can attest. Over 
the course of a two-hour set, Sunn 0))), augmented 
by numerous other members (I couldn't actually see 
them), exorcised London's tacky Hippodrome 
of all its bad Friday-nite alcopop vibes and turned it 
into a juddering crucible filled with happily lost souls 
and tons of dry ice. Yes, it was loud. Yes, it made 
you feel as if your bones were brittle and your flesh 
was melting; that you were in many different places 
at once. Yes, I watched people go from standing 
to sitting to literally slumping over tables by the end. 
But more than that, it was awesome to hear how 
dynamic and how thoroughly musical Sunn 0))) 
could be: to witness the instinctive skill and timing 
with which they guided the waves of sound through 
the venue and the listeners' bodies. It was possibly 
one of the most important 
pieces of art involved 
with the Frieze Art 
Fair, although 
it won't get 
treated 
as such 
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because it was made by an experimental metal band 
who dress like The KLF. Of course, there were those 
there who felt it was just the same old sonic attack, 
and left after a respectable hour's worth - but that's 
kind of the beauty of Sunn 0))), I think: that at their 
best they're a dissociative and total experience 
that you either lock into fully, or find completely 
alienating. There are few inbetweens. And if you're 
one of those convinced that all they can do is arse- 
quakingly loud, check the latest offering, Altar, 
a collaboration with Tokyo's mighty, super-soaring 
Boris - one of the most consistently fascinating and 
multi-dimensional (and beautiful) heavy bands of 
recent years. You might be surprised. Either way, 
I'm stupidly proud to have them both on the cover. 
Frances Morgan 

There was a recent thread on the Plan B message 

board which invited participants to grade their 

biodegradable lives with a number between one 

and 1 0. 1 opted for a lowly three, more to reflect 

my ongoing low self-opinion and perceived lack 

of success in anything I have 

ever attempted, but -as 

our publisher pointed out 

via email, high on life in 

an Amsterdam hotel 

room at 5am -that is 

so much nonsense. 

What 



about my beautiful wife and son, he demanded 
to know, what about the time I was caught DJ-ing 
and dancing with my hands in the air during the 
opening night party of the Raindance Film Festival? 
Well, fair enough. Plus, I'm listening to the new 
Herman Dune album now, and am excited beyond 
reason because 2006's heirs to Jonathan Richman's 
thorny crown of storytelling are due to be playing 
a show in my house next Monday. Plus, I too dig the 
mighty, righteous, exploratory groove of the Boris 
and Sunn 0))) album, and love the fact they're on 
our cover. Plus, a friend recently passed along a 
video of myself performing improvised spoken word 
in Brighton with three close friends on guitar, and it 
sounds magical, beautiful to me. Also, Isaac started 
walking properlyjust four days ago -and, oh my 
God, there's nothing to match that thrill, that joy 
of discovery. Also, my wife really is beautiful. 

Three, with occasional peaks of 1 that only 
serve to remind me of what a three my life is, 
in general. 
Everett True 
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'I wouldn't know how ■ 
write a song that wasn't 

abOUt myself - The Blow, page 46 



the long blondes someone to drive you home 
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Edited by: Nicola Meighan 



This month, the great ship Plan 8- is it sinking or sailing? Plus: a poem! Please 
send all letters to Nicola c/o Frances Morgan, Plan B Magazine, 1 56-1 58 Gray's 
Inn Rd, London WC1X 8ED, or email frances@planbmag.com. Letter Of The 
Month wins a prize -this month, a Sufjan Stevens five-CD Christmas box set 
(stories, stickers, song sheets!), courtesy of those fine folk at Rough Trade. 
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Do you know, despite my undiminished commitment to music 
that seeks to challenge expectations, break with convention, 
push boundaries, defy the limitations of genre and basically 
revel in the liberating joy of outsider status, I've never once 
had the slightest inclination to drop a line into the pond of 
banality that is the letters page. 

Until now that is: and goddamn Alex Botton for getting 
in before me. That said, by echoing and adding further to 
his/her sentiments you may take heed of what I suspect is 
growing dissent among your readership. 

I too have been an avid disciple since the very first issue 
of CTCL and I've even dabbled with the occasional issue of 
Loose Lips Sink Ships. These magazines' editorials epitomised 
an out-on-a-limb spirit: a championing of all that ploughs 
its own furrow without a care for appealing to the lowest 
common denominator. They had a genuine passion for the 
innovative, the inspiring and the just plain gorgeous, as 



opposed to being obscure for obscurity's sake or - worse - 
pimping for the affections of NME readers. 

Despite your acerbic response, Alex makes some valid 
points, and the principles that were once the cornerstones 
of CTCL and the infant Plan Bare beginning to look like 
hollow pretence. Predictably derivative bands, letters pages 
(I know, I know) and cover-mount CDs? I swear, introduce 
a crossword and I will burn your office to the ground. 

Don't worry too much, you're a long way from turning 
into Q, but once the rot sets in . . . 
Steve Varley, via email 

/ genuinely don 't understand why a free CD, or a letters 
page, or a crossword for that matter (give it time I) should 
arouse such inflammatory chagrin, Steve. Whereas Alex's 
fundamental bugbear ascribed to our running too many 
adverts, your charge conversely applies to the fact that 





r 






DGJR IAJ 

UOCQDCR 



" .n ! bv-L", 1 1# r,>.-.vi Of nflje jtwi frttorJv -M^*t /top tffbtf 






\m -lim 



page space, which could readily be filled with said adverts, 
is instead being utilised to enliven a spirit of democracy, 
community and interaction in the shape of a letters page. 
Damned if we do and damned if we don't. That said, that 
you've been impassioned to contribute to our 'pond of 
banality' within two months of it being introduced is a 
result -slay us, slag us off if you will, but have your say. 

As for the nefarious cover mount CD: we wanted to offer 
an aural extension of our independent ideology; we wanted 
to offer easy accessibility to the music we write about; and 
we wanted to give you some songs we love. It doesn 't cost 
you a penny- what's so evil about that? And the difference 
between our free CDs and those of lesser publications, is that 
ours impel readers to wax lyrical in response. . . 

Ta4seed. 

Now it's time to play with your mangled heart, 
throbbing and pumping, whilst I dreamed a dream 
of great waves never breaking, not apart 
and in the river, a swamp to be seen. 

One step, eight steps and now we are dancing, 
to this lamb sells condos, weird is good. 
Now the smoke and the mirrors, sit and sing. 
The fickle cycle; a body misunderstood. 

Don't you dare go looking for a way out. 
My space, your space, we're all staying in. 
Spinning and scratching the previous doubt; 
Let's not wrestle mt heart attack, all win. 

Drive off motorcycle; zen and the art. 
Quality seeking; an end a start. 
Stuart Bryan, via email 

Stuart! Master of assonance, alliterative trickster, swarthy 
commander of rampant enjambment: glad you liked (I think) 
ourSonqs In The Key Of B covermount CD. That we've 
aroused the wordsmith in you is justification in itself for 
doling out lovely songs gratis: art has engendered art. 

To my horror, I fear it was mine own 'boner' against which 
the rudely erudite Miss AMP grazed at the London Dingwalls 
CSS gig (issue 1 5, October '06). I'd like to apologise to Miss 
AMP for any inconvenience or distress caused, though I can't 
wholly reproach my actions: AMP and CSS in one sweaty 
moshpit? What's not to render an anthropoid blind? 
Tony Amstead, London 

Please renew my subscription to Plan B. I love the aesthetic 
of the publication but I ask for one small favour. . . 

Please beat the pretentious writers with a big stick; tar 
and feather them; then pull out their fingernails with pliers. 
Especially the ones who like to tell us that guitar bands are so 
passe. FUCK YOU. 

PS: Is Frances cute? 
S Coleman, via email 

Aarghl Oh, mysterious 'S': your lacerating charge of scribal 
pretension barbs like a ragged thorn in our hearts. What's 
pretentious about trying to write nice words about albums 
we like, or hate, or love? What's pretentious about trying to 
engage with the reader in a manner that doesn 't patronise 
or regurgitate press releases ? And what's pretentious about 
saying guitar bands are passe? (I'm pushed to thinkofa Plan 
B writer who'd entirely subscribe to this indictment anyway.) 
Jeez. Love us or hate us. Just don 't call us pretentious. 

PS: Enough with the objectification already! Has Plan B s 
steely androgynous axiom taught you NOTHING? You should 
be ashamed. Ashamed I say. (But yes, as it happens, she is.) 
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we got actions too 

Trencher Photography: Sarah Bowles 



Plan B and Southern Records present We Got Actions Too, 
1 5 new tracks from the Southern roster. With labels such 
as Kranky, Dischord, Ipecac and Southern Lord providing 
post-doom epics, danceable polemics, sludge-rock, sweet 
alt country and sideways electronica, contributing editor 
Stewart Gardiner was happy to investigate... 



William Whitmore/ 

Jenny Hoyston: 

Feast Of A Thousand Beasts 

Country music with a heart of static, 
a wireless pulse easing through dusty 
vistas. 

Melvins: Civilized Worm 

Welcome to Sky Valley. You ain't getting 
out alive and why in the hell should you want 
to anyways? 

Boduf Songs: 

Two Across The Mouth 

Dirty up your beard and prepare to howl 
at the moon. Although don't - not just yet. 
Stay on the cusp of crying out, the edge 
of night falling away from you. 

Dosh: Urn, Circles And Squares 

Where glacial techno can meet fuzzed-up 
rinky-dink electronic something or other and 
share in the good times. Where Money Mark 
can hang out with The Kronos Quartet and 
make them play like great big teddy bears 
in velour boiler suits. 

Battle Of Mice: 
Sleep And Dream 

Patti Smith doing Explosions In The Sky, 
or Lydia Lunch pretending she's in ISIS. 
Really? Well no, not really. It's actually 
Yeah Yeah Yeahs reconfigured by Asva. 

Joe Lally: Lidia's Song 

Fairly skips along, this one - kind of on 
the lightish Brendan Benson tip, but without 
the anxiety of influence on display. 

ISIS: Dulcinea 

Ears may not bleed but hearts will 
most certainly pound, and all is well 
and darkening in the ISISverse. There's 
a stoner rock vibe kicking 'Dulcinea' 
into a glorious blast from the beyond. 



BenoTt Pioulard: 
Together & Down 

I leap about, stumbling out of my Lou 
Reed stupor. The sun is shining outside 
and I hadn't even noticed. I opt for the 
comforting darkness inside. 

French Toast: 

Took You For Strong 

Get down to it. 

Trencher: 

Nightmare On Crack Street 

The original title 'Soothing Fluffy Daydreams 
Off PCP Alley' offended the sensibilities of 
those gathered: whores, freaks, demons, 
scientists, sickos, masked rodents. 

Michael Cashmore: 
If We Knew Silence 

His guitar gently weeps, because what else 
can it do in this town of broken promises? 

Mouse On Mars: Duul 

Sounds (phonetically) like some 
mountainous region of Middle Earth, 
somewhere well north of The Shire. 
Sounds (sonically) like Sauron's dank breath. 

The Evens: No Money 

Hey, it's like Fugazi covering 'These Boots 
Are Made For Walking'! Which means no 
sheen and a lottahookfor your minimal 
monetary contribution. 

Bracken: Heathens 

Stereolab in the bedroom (last seen pouring 
over a series of ersatz manuals). 

Sunn O))) & Boris: 

The Sinking Belle (Blue Sheep) 

Beltingly epic slice of honest-to-goodness 
quietude, this is an ace destroyer of scattered 
moments. This is where it all ends and 
begins and ends all over again. 




Out on 27th November 
limited edition double gatef old 7", 
4 track CD & download 



www.coldwarkids.com 
www.myspace.com/coldwarkids 
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fright night 

Words: Ringo P Stacey 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 
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Ghostface Killah 

Brighton Event II 

You shoulda been there. Maybe you were? 
I dunno, most everyone else seemed to 
be, random bodies from every imaginable 
subcultural crevice of Brighton society, 



s, students and hoodies, at least t 
K/ith a disturbing likeness to Fat Jo< 
(embroidered leather jacket an' all) and, quite 
possibly, your grandad, united on the sticky 



we are truly blessed, for it seems the 
Ghost Deini loves us t^Ht's the reason w 
he's here. He says as rmich at the end of t 
night, halfway offstage: "If you want to 
tell your promoter and we'll come running!" 
Then he adds "We lovey'all, Brighton", and 
we believe him. We've been through a lot 
together in the last hour. More even than the 
last night's London audience got. Sure, they 
had a swish sofas, airconditiclfrig and a surreal 
walk-on from The Game, We had funk, in the 
original sense: fucked up dirt. And whadaya 
know? It seems like Ghostface is a fucked up 
dirty kind of guy. 

Of course it's not the only reason he's here. 
There's still records to flog - namely this year's 
Fishscale, its already completed sequel More 
Fish and a long mooted, nearly completed 
(honest!) collaborative album with MF Doom, 
due February. There's also his crew, Theodore 
Unit, newly signed to Def Jam in their own 
right for a follow up to 2004's 718 set.^ 

Tonight is about us, though. We've * 
only got him for one night, trapped in this^ 
sweaty fug of spilt beer, dried vomit and the^ 
unmistakably corrosive stench of industrial 
detergents. We've paid our money; we'll do 
whatever it takes to get a good show. We'l I 
cheer as his crew bound on stage, the six-man 
Unit visibly taken back by the crowd's braying. 
And we'll gawp as time slows down, five 
seconds stretching into an hour before tr 
beat comes in, some nasty guitar feedbac 
sirens, the disembodied voice of Ghost, b 
but electrifying: "Uhhh. . .one, two. . . " 

Then we'll howl when he's here, centre 
stage spitting 'Metal Lungies', right from the 
go giving it like he's a teenage god. To his left, 
sometimes right, the man known as Trife Da 
God, aka Trife Diesel aka The Other Member 
Of Theodore Unit Whose Name You Need 
To Know - a slick and wiry hustle to his boss' 
heavy metal flow. Behind and in front, 
sometimes underneath, another five bodies, 
attired in immaculate sports wear and at 
least one fresh dishcloth lost in the blur. 

In Brighton he responds- he's more 
an active participant in the bob and weave 
than the statuesque icon we saw last night 



in LDN. There, he graciously accepted our 
worship, but tonight things aren't so easy, 
and he steps up to adapt - ever the man 
of the people. As he leads from the front, 
his militia underline the punchlines where 
yesterday they'd finished off bars, like 
"They call me Starky love hum " from 'Ice 
Cream' and their Ad Rock-esque chants on 
'Be Easy' ("You at the bar and you drinkin' 
my piss, huh!", "You just mad 'cause l f m hittin' 
your sister!"). Ghostface is in his element and 
clearly enjoying himself to the hilt. Through 
a generous set of classics, we see the many 
sides of Ghost, from jilted lover ('Back Like 
That') to steely-faced Wu representer 
(Triumph', 'Wu Tang Clan Ain't Nuttin' 
To FuckWith'^to the endearingly tuneless 



«. c aure sang 
that shit from 
the bottom of 
our hearts 

crooner ('We Made It'. . .and every othe 
when he's in the mood). 

But things get rocky when Ghost catc 
his breath and starts an audience participation 
routine. He asks if we're into "real hip hop", J 
and 500 baulking Brightonians toss abuse at J 
the stage. He asks us to put our lighters in the J 
air, and someone barks at volume: "Is this for 
ODB, then?" At first, Ghost is incredulous, butj 
he quickly comes to appreciate the insanity: 
"Y'all motherfuckers is fucked up! I've beer. _ 
to 1 7 countries and you're the only audiencg 
to give me shit like this." 

And he dives back into the show, seemingly 
transformed. Nowhe's not only energised but 
possessed -certainly by the spirit of the crowd, 
maybe by something else. He pleads again and 



ne we listen. "I want you to sing this shit 
i the bottom' of your heart", and on the 
first piano note our reflexes kick in and we're 
seconds into the most spirjted rendition of 
'Shimmy Shimmy Ya' since ODB first checked 
into rehab. In short, we sure sang that shit 
from the bottom otpur hearts. , 

We're still singing 20 minutes later when 
a crlwd of dawcers has been assembled, 
admired, and dispersed to the sounds of 
'I Want Pussy'. When Ghost comes back for 
a vetse of 'Mighty Healthy' and the Unit 
slay us one last time. "Livin' off land, you 
goddamn right I fuck fans, " they chorus, 
one last burst of energy before the climactic 
moment of truth: "When we hug these mics % 
we get busy/Come and ha ve a good time J 
with G-O-D". And we did, yeah, we did. 
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the void 



matthew f riedberger 
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Bleary-eyed loser with loaf I ike hair perches on two cardboard boxes 
approximating one chair, looks out of white sky window at eight 
am rain, muses on Silver Surfer anthology (which he knows is Greek 
for 'col lection of flowers' from the Dictionary of Literary Terms he's 
been reading on the train recently). Yeah, and if you hated that 
sentence, you probably wouldn't have a whole lotta love for Winter 
Women/Holy Ghost Language School, the wondrous, neurotic solo 
double album from the Fiery Furnace who doesn't date a Franz 
Ferdinand. The codeword is 'superabundant'. 

The overlaid organs sound like an entire streetful of ice cream 
\/ans, the guitars more like long fair hair or dying leaves on big old 
trees. But no beauty spot is allowed long enough to decay- shadows 
can pool as abruptly as an ink splash pummelled by flailing percussion 
that recalls nothing so much as a dog on ice, and underwritten by 
black and white piano splinters and the spoken word, mixed low 
like an internal monologue. 

"The Winter Women record is meant to be a record of late 
Seventies AM radio pop sounds as heard through the open window 
on a car. The Holy Ghost record is a story record or rock opera, 
where the narrative has, confusingly, spirited away off into the 
clattering drum machine. So it seems! It has some very funny 
moments, I think. But in general it is a very sad and gross record," 
types Matthew. 

This is Friedberger's bittersweet technique - sculpting melodic and 
textural dissonance with as much care as the most careful chartbuster; 
continual formal revolutions that explode through the slight span 



eah, 

yself . What's the fun in 

at?' 



of the pop song. "Do you know the bit in The Kids Are All Right 
where the very young Pete Townshend says 'A bad sound is more 
exciting than a good sound'? Well, that's applicable to more than 
just rock music, I'd say. You always want to have the good with the 
bad - notes, words, sounds, playing - in some fashion. Then you have 
something sort of alive." 

According to type, the solo record is where we might expect him 
to sing his own words with his own voice, as it were -but I get the 
impression this isn't really something that drives him. Instead we 
get almost magic realist fantasy and fiction. 

"Yeah, I don't write about myself. What's the fun in that? I already 
know about myself. Some songs mean something to me obliquely. 
But only after you write them, not before. I don't think of expressing 
myself, you know, I think of making things. My personality and the 
things I think would get expressed thereby, I'd guess." 

I often ask people I don't know so well if they like the Fiery 
Furnaces. It's a good way of judging our relative wavelengths. 
Most don't. Actually, most people I know don't 'not like' 
Friedberger's quantum compositions - they hate them. They 
can't be in the same room as them. When a song enters its third 
genre in a minute and a half, or gets stuck on one vamp for 
five. ..These songs are chimeras- impossible compound animals 
-and if I have to listen to them alone, I won't feel lonely. Every 
note has a tone, and every tone should be noted. There are worlds 
within words. 

http://859recordings.com 
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fan club 

Photography: Brian Sweeney 

Describe (loosely) your typical fan - if there 
is such a thing. What do you have in common 
with those you've met? What were your own 
most memorable experiences of being a fan? 
What's the best gift you've been given, or 
compliment paid? What's been the most 
unlikely encounter? 

"Music fans mostly. People who like tunes and like to 
be entertained. You can't define or describe them. Girls 
like it the way girls liked Led Zep in the early Seventies. 
I was once sent a black Dior bra through the post. It 
had my band's name emblazoned across the cups. In 
gold glitter- yes, gold glitter. As a fan myself, dunno. 
Never that impressed with stars unless they're of the 
Jack Nicholson variety. Norman Blake gave me his 
copy of the first PiL single, which touched me greatly. 
The ante was upped on my birthday this year when 
Jeanette Lee (who was actually in PiL) gave me her 
copy of the first Television single. These things get 
you through the bad times. " 
(Jackie McKeown, The 1990s) 

"Gazers, geeks, neurotics, breakers, addicts, noise 
freaks, anarchists, pals, brought together by curiosity. 
Our personalities are quite hidden behind the music. 
We're producers rather than performers - we don't 
function well as role models." 
(Mouse On Mars) 

" I wouldn't say we have a typical fan, but one of the 
more consistent ones we get in the states are these 
long-haired, balding, baby boomer prog heads who 
love to try and guess all of our favorite fusion and prog 
influences. They make for great fans cause they're 
always excited and they buy all of our more esoteric 
merch. Plus they're genuine music fans who freak hard. " 
(Butchy Fuego, Pit Er Pat) 

in your dreams 

"I've had a problem with nightmares my whole life 

- as a kid I had what they call 'night terrors'. They still 
don't know what causes them. Once, on tour, Chris 
Freeland said he had a nightmare the night before 

- he had the perfect ice cream cone and it fell on the 
ground. I thought about it, and realised I had a dream 
I was being beaten to death with a hammer, but the 
killer was starting at my feet and working his way up. 
I woke up when he got to my knees. I'm working on a 
horror comic book that compiles my best nightmares. " 
(David Pajo) 

Any recurring nightmares? 

"Failure to prepare. Inability to climb an easy slope. 
Running in place from danger. Running in place from 
death. Tidal waves. Hurricanes. Lost at sea. No food. 
Lost underground. No air. Stuff like that." 
(M Ward) 




lupe fiasco 

Words: Melissa Bradshaw 

Illustration: Ben Newman 



Lupe Fiasco sits among the opulence of the Landmark Hotel, 
Marylebone Road and picks wishfully at a chicken kebab he 
has already rejected with a sharp " urggh ! " . In front of him on 
the table supporting a white china soup tureen and coffee 
pot are some magazines, including Time Out. This magazine 
has tickled me by highlighting that Jay-Z, whom it points 
out has come out of the woodwork to support Lupe (as his 
'Executive Producer' and to tour with him), is exactly the 
kind of rapper Lupe reprimands for his love of bling and other 
things shallow. It names 'Daydreaming', the single featuring 
Jill Scott which, following 'Kick, Push', accompanied Lupe 
on his starry 2006 ascendence to hip hop superstardom. 

"Yes, that's right! And in my song 'Hurt Me Soul'. 
Because when I was 1 7, 1 8, 1 had a Jay-Z boycott, " he 
explains without any sense of embarrassment, and begins 
to make shapes in the air with his hands. 
He explains that everything fluctuates, 
including his relationship with his 
influences, and with his religion (Islam). 
He stopped listening to Jay-Z because he 
said he never prayed to God. He hasn't 
voluntarily listened to Biggie in three years. " I can't. It's 
too. . .When you listen to the music now, with the mindset. . . 
I feel like such a hypocrite. The situation with Jay-Z is funny 
though, because I know him." 

For someone who has just told me he's so tired he's 
freaking out, he looks amazingly well: healthy, in command, 
dipping bread in his mushroom soup. "It's weird we're 
having this conversation, because last night I had dinner 
with Nas and Jay-Z. For like three hours: Nas, Jay-Z and 
Lupe Fiasco. And we were just talking about experiences and 
stuff that we've had in the industry, and one thing that Nas 
mentioned, one time he was with Big, and Big was with this 
little kid who was no bigger than up to his waist. And he was 
like, 'Yo Nas, I got my filly!' And it just kind of twisted Nas up. 



'I'm like a 
street nerd' 



So he went to talk to Big about it, and he said Big was trying 
to tell him why he shouldn't feel guilty. And Nas was like, 
'Nan, man, you don't understand.' You see, the rappers 
themselves fight their own demons. This is the side of them 
that you don't get to hear about. . . " 

Lupe's debut single 'Kick, Push' is a rather twee 
skateboarding love story. 'American Terrorist' has a bold 
thread drawing manifold observations into the epic narrative 
of supremacist greed everyone knows but waited for 
someone else to turn into a rousing, shimmying beat, 
and state bluntly (my Number One hip hop tune of 2006). 
Lupe's gift for narrative, combined with sharp phrasing and 
inventive wordplay, have drawn me utterly in. I once read 
a story Lupe had written for a magazine about his glasses and 
Johnny Cash, and how his bad eyesight had taught him early 
on about having another perspective. It has to be one of the 
best magazine profiles ever. The others about him all said the 
same thing, and the same thing they said about others before 
him: 'conscious rapper'; 'refreshing' . . .They combine this 
with a new marketing angle: the nerd of hip hop: " It's cool 
to be a nerd." 

You're being marketed as a nerd and I don't believe it, 
I blurt. And shuffle. 

"I don'tthink I am a nerd, I think I'm a person. Lupe 
probably is a nerd, because I like comic 
books and toys and that stuff, but I'm 
like a street nerd." 

Is 'Kick, Push' a metaphor? 
"No. 'Kick, Push' is about 
skateboarding," he laughs. 

For me it's a metaphor - 1 don't skateboard, so it will 
have to be. 

"Music should be open for interpretation. I'm selfish 
in a lot of aspects, you know, which is in my nature, being 
Aquarius and all. But music should be open, like jazz. . . 
A lot of my songs, I like to leave them open. To me, that 
leads to longevity." 

I read a lot of articles about you and it started to bore 
me. I like your one about your glasses best. 

"They're all happy with telling part of the story. The 
story never changes, it's about the questions you ask. If 
you ask different questions, you'll get a different side to 
the story." 

www.lupefiasco.com 
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The cryptk music 
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MOTHERFUCKER 
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DEATH 

OF A FRIZE FIGHTER 
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TECHNOLOGY 
WONT SAVE US 
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The God Machine) most 
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Enjoy heartwarming tales of urban 
decay . unrealistic dreams, and racs, 
on this second album from odd 
job man And rehabilitated fcia»*<tt 
Will Carruchers .. (ex spacemen V 
tprrilualszed), Every homeless 
should have one. 
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in the mix: protest songs 

Sonic Youth - Youth Against Fascism 

"The line 'Yeah the president sucks, he's a war pig 
fuck' sums this one up nicely. " 

Fugazi - Five Corporations 

" I could pick almost any song by Fugazi, but this one 
sticks to your ribs. It's thick. " 



X - The World's A Mess It's In My Kiss 

"No one is united/And all things are untied/Perhaps 
we're boiling over inside/They've been telling lies/ 
Who 's been telling lies? " 

Bad Religion - Fuck Armageddon... 
This Is Hell 

"The title pretty much does the trick on its own. " 

New Order - Love Vigilantes 

"This one is so good. He sings as a soldier away from 
his family. You can hear the longing to reunite and the 
pain that the separation of war creates. " 

TV On The Radio - Province 

"There are many TVOTR songs I could choose 
and twist into something political, but this song is 
just so damn triumphant. Love is the province of 
the brave!" 

The Grouch - Til The Endathis 

"The Grouch usually speaks from his personal place, 
but he really busts out politically on this one. " 

The Clash - Complete Control 

"This one talks about the politics of the dark side of 
the music industry. Something that's hard to grasp 



Public Enemy - Take The Power Back 

"The movie Do The Right Thingby Spike Lee goes 
hand in hand with this sonq. Rosie Perez! " 



Joy Division - Leaders Of Men 

"Good song about liars running our world." 

Humanzi - Diet Pills And Magazines 

" 'We 're all kings and not foot soldiers/No one has 
the right to make you bigger than me or bigger than 
anyone else. 'We love this band to death ! " 

SNFU - Reality Is A Ride On The Bus 

"The politics of public transit! " 

Operation Ivy - Freeze Up 

"The course of human progress staggers like a drunk. 

Controller.Controller - History 

"What can we say, this band is like our beloved kin. 
Their politics are beautiful and completely subtle 
—the way I like it." 
(You Say Party! We Say Die!) 



when we meet... 

Words: kicking_kand Stewart Gardiner 

Plan B sincerely recommends you sample the following products and/or 
services 




Coin-Op 

Having stalled on the very edgy edge 
of Peel-approved indie superstardom 
a few years back, this wayward FX- 
fuelled quartet were faced with the 
dreaded Quit or Continue screen, 
pumped in another month's wage in 
shrapnel and are back to lay their lo-fi 
minipop scribble upon thee. It's fun, 
very basically (but it's never very basic). 
myspace.com/coinopmusic 
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Dananananaykroyd 

More Ghostbusters than 1941, 
more Trading Places than The Great 
Outdoors, more noise pop oddness 
than straight up post-hardcore riffing. 
Ex-members of the brilliant but all 
too briefly lived Multiplies have gone 
all noisy without losing the fun or 
accessibility. Like Part Chimp meets 
Being John Malkovich via Saturday 
Night Live. 
myspace.com/dananananaykroyd 

Fam-Lay 

This droog's been in release-date 
limbo over at The Neptunes' Star Trak 
label longer than the distance from 
here to Triton (Google it). Must be 
some consolation that the in-house 
production overlords at least abuse 
his captivity to drop outrageous science 
on the backing tracks. Serious - the 
fume cupboard ambience of some of 
this (still unreleased) stuff is straight- 
up guinea pig overdose music. 
www.famlaymusic.com 

Glasgow Glam Bangers 

Image is all: our transvestite host 
backed up by guitarists exuding ice 
cool Velvets nerve, shades and all. 
Image is nothing: dirty glam rock 
twisting and burning hooks and riffs, 
fashion fucked over by the song. This 
is Glasgow on the edge: wave goodbye 
to the next big thing. 
myspace.com/glasgowglambangers 

Hands On Heads 

Upset The Rhythm have been setting 
up some of the most extreme freak 
shows in London since I have no idea 
when (quite recently) and this is their 



house band. Like, if you multiplied the 
frets on a guitar by the beats in a bar by 
every E-number in a gingerbread tower 
block. Featuring, urn, (maybe) an old 
school seaside and/or cinema organ, 
hyperspeed dynamics and a litter of 
puppies yelping from the depths of a 
spin cycle (It's OK! They like it!) (Well, 
until they drown, obvs.) 
http://handsonheads.com 

HTRK 

Ominous collusions of downtown 
basslines and ricochet beats (in 
bullet-time), padded out with heavy 
atmospherics and slurred androgyny 
from a singer who can just about fake 
interest in their own oblique, repetitive 
phrases. Sounds like, y'know, a motel 
room, a tyreprint curve in the rain, an 
alibi, myspace.com/htrk 



Lansing-Dreiden 

Most will loathe the mannered 
phrasing, unspoken concept and 
deadpan buffoonery, and the 
ludicrously classy black and white video 
- ballerinas weeping while engaged 
in a tug of war contest (officiated by 
an angry clown) to a bored audience 
-won't help. The music- exquisitely- 
detailed, hopelessly lightweight faux- 
funkwith pin-sharp production -will 
be the final nail of alienation, except 
to the one in a hundred ready to love 
the unlikeable. Which is us, right? 
www.lansing-dreiden.com 



Mickey Aval on 

Hipster-hop hustler persona sweating 
quotables like hairwax: "I used to work 
nights at hotcock. com/But then I got 
fired when my mom logged on. . . " 
Or: "For20yougetChachi,but40 
gets you Fonzie. " Or: "it's like a jungle 
sometimes, it makes me wonder/That 
God must be one sick motherfucker/ 
So I bust a nut in the sky (this guy?)/ 
Spend another one day waiting to 
die. "Those are all from one song. 
www.mickeyavalon.com 

Red Sparowes 

Trends in music come and go, but 
post-rock will never die ! It's a mantra 
I could scream loud of a morning, my 
neighbours seemingly none the wiser. 
Boasting two members of Isis, this 
is a mighty roar falling off the edge. 
Its lack of pretension may forget the 
shock of the new, but they remember 
what really counts. 
www.redsparowes.com 



Sailboats Are White 

Releasing a whole slew of horrid 
Libertines clones has done nothing 
for Alan McGee's prestige, whereas 
managing Mogwai certainly has. 
Seems he's taken some welcome 
advice from his Scottish charges and 
signed a decent band to Poptones. 
Wonders will never cease, and 
channelling Black Flag will never be 
a thing of the past, not even in Canada. 
myspace.com/sailboatsrwhite 




Shout Out Out Out Out 

You know what we need? Another 
New York band. Man, it's been about 
1 5 minutes since I heard anything 
from New York. Sheesh. Shout Out Out 
Out are another one of those insane 
multi-instrumental compound party 
bands, here to make you etc etc etc etc. 
myspace.com/shoutoutoutoutout 

Sir Alice 

Braniacchanteuse "coming from 
the cognitive and neurosciences" in 
search of a "total artwork" through 
neo-industrial cabaret, collaborations 
with artists and choreographers and, 
it's reasonable to suppose, subliminal 
mind control. Like all the best ones, 
then.myspace.com/siralice 

Trick And The Heartstrings 

We never quote from band bios, 'cause 
band bios suck, but "costumed and 
choreographed like a neighbourhood 
gang from a city that never existed" 
kind of does our job for us. Add the 
following ingredients - demachofied 
old school r'n'b licks and shamelessly 
melodramatic life and death lyrics 
delivered in a narcissistic falsetto -and 
we're out of the office early for once . . . 
myspace.com/trickandtheheartstrings 




Yo Majesty 

Grown woman business from this 
live action hip hop jam trio who throw 
shapes in appropriated suits and drop 
antithetical bragadoccio. Regular 
rhythmic shifts, an abundance of 
pop smarts and a soulful aggro stop 
it getting too tofu cafe, if you get us. 
myspace.com/yomajesty4life 
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ENTJ0(MOLOI 



A RETROSPECTIVE COMPILATION 

FROM THE GREAT SCOTTISH POP GROUP 

OUT 20/11/06 ON DELUXE CD 

www. dominorecordco. com www.josefk. net 




The Third Eye Foundation 
Collected Works 




Ghost • You Guys Kill Me • Little Lost Soul 

The three groundbreaking albums from Matt Elliott's 
Third Eye Foundation project are presented here for the 
first time together in one definitive remastered package 

including the singles plus previously unreleased mixes 

Deluxe 3xCD available now 



www.dominorecordco.com 




guided tour: 

our brother the native 

Words: kicking_k 



Once upon a time (2005), John (1 8), Josh (1 6) and 
Chaz (1 6) - possibly the most pretentious teen trio 
in North America - made a thoroughly gobbledy- 
gook virtual campfire record, mostly via bedroom 
recordings and email exchanges. (They don't even 
meet until the album, Tooth And Claw, is being 
released on Fatcat.) 

Phasing from (human) animal cries to haunted 
pianos, flurries of flipped pages, space like mountain 
air - most descriptions you'll read will go heavy on 
the drugs references 'cause that's the only way some 
people ever come into contact with the bits and pieces 
of reality any more. Let's just say it meanders at the 
phenomenological level. 

Here are some listener's notes I downloaded from 
their brains: 

Falconiformes 

John: " Me and Josh were listening to a bit of Robert 
Johnson at the time, and I think it shows a bit in the 
vocals. I would not classify the song as a blues song 
by any means, but it has some of that feel. " 

Strigiformes 

Chaz: "This is the first song Josh sent me. I couldn't 
stop listening to it. Everything about this song just 
seemed very odd, like some demented hip hop. It's 
when I first found out about the BOSS 303 sampler 
that Josh had. He was telling me everything it was able 
to do, and I actually got to hear what he was talking 
about while listening to the tune. " 

Welcome To The Arborary 

Chaz: "When I was up North in California, I wrote 
about six songs on paper while driving in the car. I got 
home and sent all the lyrics to Josh, so he just picked 
whatever lyrics he thought would fit and sang them. 
It was kind of exciting when I recorded a song and 
I finally heard what lyrics he actually picked. Haha." 

Catalpa 

Chaz: "This was a song I wrote on the piano and 
sent over to Josh with the lyrics for him to pick and 
choose from, and once again, I think it was a perfect 
fit for the song. The song is about a girl running 
through the forest and she eventually gets tortured 
and no one will help her. A nice demented song is 
always nice." 

Nautilidae 

John: " I remember making a lot of mistakes on guitar 
and bowed guitar on the first recordings, but the 
mistakes worked out and gave the song a very eerie 
feel in some spots." 

Chaz: "lama bit sad that I didn't use a real piano, that 
part would have sounded a lot better. But, we all learn 
things over time..." 

www.myspace.com/ourbrotherthenative 




these new puritans 

Words: Lauren Strain 
Photography: Dean Chalkley 



Four figures, stick-thin, dressed in pitch. Or other 
shades approaching pitch. Jerking at 20 degree 
angles. Slamming spindly hands into metal strings, 
the hot, brash lights playing blacks and yellows 
across fuming faces. "WE'RE BEING WATCHED BY 
EXPERTS! WHATWILLHAPPENNEXT?!" barks Jack 
Barnett throughout 'Elvis', his voice a tripwire of 
paranoid monotone, flecks of spittle brawling at 
corners of mouths, splinters of feedback buzzing 



Disorientating, 
unforgiving, loud 



through nylon air. "We are casting a spell when we 
play live, sometimes dark," he explains. "Our music 
hits you in the chest and also higher up. At its core 
is something immediate and intense. I want it to be 
heard NOW. " Are? You? Listening? 

These New Puritans weld a thuddy grumble of 
lipcurling sneer to tuneful torrents of schizophrenia, 
via mantras filtered through industrial megaphones 
and factory-sized basslines soldered to fractured 
spitfire syllables. Short, sharp shocks of footage dart 
across screens as we scroll down their cryptic 
website. Sketched drafts of songs appear in near- 
invisible type on the blogreel, alongside ruptured 
bits of diary. 

"The films, graphics and words are part of 
a process that's to do with expanding until you're 
everything," says Jack. "At the moment, we're 



broadcasting a series of podcasts in anticipation of 
our EP. Bits of sound, film, performance...! think 
we're a bit like a conceptual [art] project. Our text, 
music, artwork are full of references to one another 
and to other things." 

These New Puritans test tricks on a blank world. 
Delving into your head, the insistent rhythms repeat 
'til you're not sure where to look. Disorientating, 
unforgiving, loud. A bit like a Michel Houellebecq 
book: "You're left with no heroes to dictate how 
you behave by the end of reading his stuff. It's the 
next best thing to living in Southend!" 

You're sharper; squinting and scrutinising 
when agitated bites of jarring discord send you to 
the edge. You observe, if only 'cause you feel like 
something's about to jump you from behind. 
You're immersed. 

Jack elaborates: " I don't think it's really possible 
to believe that you can work in total isolation any 
more - our music is linked to the past, to history. 
Not just music history; the interweaving threads 
of the sky's history, our personal histories, mental 
histories, military history. . .Tom [Hein - bass, 
synthesis] said a few days ago that he feels like 
everything he does, in some small way, connects 
with the band. I agree; just walking along 
somewhere can have an effect on the music 
- it's all causally linked. But, at the same time, 
we wouldn't be doing it if we weren't doing 
something new." 

Oh, and here's what else. 'En Papier' has a noise 
like one of those weird plastic tubes you owned as 
a kid which looked like a lightsabre and had a chunk 
of something inside it that NEEEEOWWWWWW-ed 
back and forth and drove your mother so far up 
the wall that gravity didn't know what the fuck 
to do. They're writing a song. "About the ancient 
art/science of numerology. It's mostly bollocks. 
But it's interesting. " And finally, they are recurrently 
described by the press as 'psychopathic'; but 
"Mental illness is not to be taken lightly," Jack 
warns, laughing. 

And neither are These New Puritans. 

www.thesenewpuritans.com 
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New album out now 

Limited Digipak CD/Standard CD/ 

Double Vinyl LP/Download 

On tour November & December 

www.themagicnumbers.net for c| 
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I used to wonder why Neil Kulkarni's singles columns were so full of bile 
and doom and righteous anger. Then I listened to some singles that we 
had piled up in a box in the office. Sure enough, within minutes I was 
considering setting up a pulpit on Gray's Inn Road, scrawling 666 in fag- 
ash on my forehead and prophesying the end of the world. I was calling 
upon some vengeful god to strafe the indie disco. I even had to walk 
halfway across the room every fucking four minutes or whatever to 
change the CDs over. It sucked. Poor Kulkarni. Suddenly it all made sense. 

But the thing with Kulkarni, he always finds salvation about halfway 
through his singles columns when he unearths a brace of quality hip hop. 
As to our other columnists, Alex Macpherson has his trusty, shiny Pop 
escape-pod ready and waiting. Kicking_k shares Macpherson's general 
optimism and digs anything with a gimmick so he's fine. ET can still find 
enough limited edition seven-inch female-led edgy indie pop to sort him 
out. Miss AMP just gets the words 'area', 'robot', 'MySpace', and 'boner' 
and kind of jiggles them around a bit like she's mussing up an 18-year-old 
boy's emo fringe and everyone loves it. But me? I AM A LOST SOUL is 
what I am, probing the underbelly of the so-called singles market with 
a torch that keeps going out. The only single I remember really liking 
this year was 'Too Old, Too Cold' by Darkthrone. 

I can't write about hip hop, much as I enjoy it, because I sound like 
a dilettante. I still like the dancefloor, in theory, but I don't think it 
likes me anymore, and who really wants to read a sit-down electronica 
column? And I can't fall in love with those bands that remind Everett 
of Marine Girls if they will insist on playing all out of tune. There aren't 
even many of those to hand this month. The nearest thing might be 



Rough Trade's new all-girl outfit The Mescalitas, who have been over- 
produced in a weirdly glossy, Nineties indie way by one Bernard Butler, 
with the result that their debut, 'Breathe Deeper', has been sucked clean 
of wit, charm and - despite being all about fucking - any kind of sex I'd 
ever want to have. Much as I want to champion them (all ladies; on 
Rough Trade; etc), this is as much due to the Wendy James-ish vocals 
("Tonights the night we're gonna touch and go!") as to the dressed-up 
recording, and the whole thing stinks of the more bargain-bin Britpop 
groups (Powder spring regrettably to mind). So that's a no, basically. 

Problem is, the music I wantto put in this column no longer nestles 
comfortably into the singles format. When it does, it's as an oddity, 
a novelty. Here, if you look, you'll find one-off collaborations and 
beautifully packaged runs of 500. But you're unlikely to be alerted to the 
presence of such releases by a press agent or record label, with the result 
that you often catch up with a single a few months after it comes out; 
sometimes more. But then again, what's time when you're talking out- 
rock, noise, or Finnish psych-folk? Who needs time when you got space? 

Time is for squares. Time means nothing to Sleep's former rhythm 
section, Om, who can always be relied upon to be completely brilliant, 
even when they've only got seven inches with which to do so. It's what 
you do with it that counts, right? And their split with Six Organs Of 
Admittance, 'Bedouin's Vigil' b/w 'Assyrian Blood' (Holy Mountain) 
does it ('it' being gargantuan riffs, monster drums and one-note vocal 
missives straight from the band's own myth-fuelled multiverse)very 
effectively, with a cover featuring blasted trees, an orange nuclear sky 
and a floundering naked guy. The problem is, of course, that it fades out 



before it reaches anything like completion -bear in mind that the 
first track on their last album took 11 minutes to get going. Comets 
On Fire's guitar troll Ben Chasny, meanwhile, does pretty good 
with the space allotted on the f lipside, turning in one of his more 
experimental drone/vocal pieces which balances a cloudy undertow 
of noise with a laser-like, unforgiving guitar line. It's total palace 
gates dripping with boiling oil music, made with lip-smacking 
enjoyment, and is one of the best Six Organs tracks I've heard. 

Team Brick's 'Chronom' (www.myspace.com/teambrick) displays 
a similarly cavalier attitude to temporal etiquette. It's a 25-minute 
drone piece for treated clarinet, as in treated with very little respect. 
Good. Clarinets deserve a bit of a kicking, the smug tootling bastards. 
If I were soundtracking a remake of Day Of The Triffids, I would try 
this out as a score: the distant, echoing clarinet and its electronic 
treatment has a vaguely retro, BBC Radiophonics feel. There are 
bits that are industrially manic, and others where free jazz squawking 
is the order of the day, but for the most part this is prime British 
zombie music. 

Sir Richard Bishop's recording of Sun City Girls' 'Esoterica Of 
Abyssinia' b/w 'Space Prophet Dogon' (No-Fi Archive Series) has been 
sitting around in the office so long now that we almost forgot about 
it. Shame on us, because it's great. Recorded live in Newcastle last 
year, Bishop's guitar sounds clear and sonorous, yet the seven-inch 
format adds a strange intimacy that enhances the archival feel 
alluded to in the label's name. 'Esoterica...' actually shreds, acoustic- 
like. It's an amazing performance. I wish I'd been there. 

I'd also love to hear a live set from Kuupuu, aka Finnish singer/ 
musician Jonna Karanka, who excels in the detuned hazy beauty 
we're coming to expect from the Finns. It's as if they have their own 
tonal system going on over there, which should be celebrated as 
much as possible. 'Illusia' (Time Lag) is a limited editon seven with a 
gorgeous, hand-painted cover, and listening to it is akin to wandering 
through waist-high grass at sunset like a hippie, something which it 
is apparently completely OK to be in Tampere, Finland. 

Incrementally more eerie is a new-ish one from the ever-reliable 
Telescopes, whose seven-inch for Trensmat, 'Night Terrors', is 
another slowly spreading piece of heavy weather music: this time 
with more clouds than usual. 'DSN-IV Axis 1 : 307.46' attempts to 
evoke sleep paralysis by way of a cavernous, punishing Suicide 
bassline, heavy drones and fluttering whistles, and does a pretty 
good job. I wish people would stop remembering the Telescopes 
as that shoegaze band that used to be on Creation and start giving 
them the respect they deserve as a great British noise group -they're 
leagues ahead of more modish stuff like Birds Of Delay, for example. 



Talking of noise (not noise), having been promised some 
kosmische heaviness from Lovecraftian-named Brighton spacerock 
bunnies Burning Idiot Noise, I was a little disappointed to find their 
new single, 'Jack's Stomp' (A Hare Called Lucifer Record And Tape 
Club), is a neat, trim, well-moisturised punk-pop-skronk thing that 
owes more to Clor, The Cardiacs or XTC than to Chrome or Hawkwind. 
Sorry guys -you're just not grizzled enough yet. The MySpace-only 
live track 'Black House' shows promise in that direction, with backing 
vox straight from '75, but what this group really excel at is chipper 
motorik pop fun - and there's nothing wrong with that. 

And talking of fun, the new single by The Hold Steady is super 
fun. It's called 'Chips Ahoy!' (Vagrant). It sounds a bit like Husker 
Duanda bit like that 'St Elmo's Fire' song, and a bit like it should be 
playing during a scene in The OC, maybe when a rich teenager drives 
off down the California coast in his giant car having just left another 
rich teenager crying outside her parents' giant house before OD-ing 
on mom's Nembutals. Yes, it's that good, and I absolutely heart it. 
It sounds like it was made with two key demographics in mind - 1 7- 
year-old girls who don't remember the Eighties but have seen all the 
movies and think the young Molly Ringwald is cool, and slightly older 
ladies who kind of remember the Eighties when they're drunk and 
downloading Journey songs off Limewire, and who still think the 
young Molly Ringwald is cool. Of course, it was made with other 
demographics in mind too, like young men, but I don't have time to 
talk about them right now, because The Hold Steady just blew a hole 
in my avant-noise space-time continuum and I have to go and fix it. 





playlist: slashmusic 

Words: Tom Ravenscroft 

Illustration: Marcus Oakley 

Byrne 

Greener (Rocket Girl) 

This single is about four years old 
but totally new to me. It was played 
to me the other day because the singer 
in Byrne is producing my friend's 
album and I've become addicted to 
the record. When his voice first comes 
in, it sounds a bit like it's going to 
be US skate rock but it isn't - it's 
a slightly odd but very pretty and 
sad indie/folk record. 

Fourers 

Wood For Trees 

(www.thefourers.co.uk) 

Fourers are a four-piece from Brixton 
and Norwich who I found on the 
Channel 4 website. This is a beautiful 
and very clever piece of electro pop, 
which I have been recommending 
to everyone I meet. I bought about 
1 copies of the single so that I could 
hand them out to people - it's easier 
than persuading people to go and 
buy their own. 

Sensational meets Kouhei 
Dekadance (Wordsound) 

It's the filthiest, darkest hip hop I think 
I have ever heard; it probably has some 
silly-named genre of its own; death 
hop or something. The whole album 
is super; underground hip hop meets 
Japanese noise-monger and with 
a seriously death metal-looking 
album cover. 

DominikEulberg 
Bjorn Borkenkafer 
(Traum Schallplatten) 

German techno from the brilliant 
Traum Schallplatten label. Dominik 
Eulberg is very good at making music 
but I also like the fact he studied 
biology and geography, sometimes 
works as a park ranger, then in the 
evening relaxes by incorporating 
these things into making techno. 



Lindsay West 

Newcastle 

(myspace.com/lindsaymwest) 

This was the first song I discovered 
on the SlashMusic site that I loved. 
I've always found it very hard not 
to find young, confident, acoustic 
singer/songwriters a little irritating, 
but this is wonderful and has possibly 
helped me grow up a bit. 

Genghis Tron 

White Walls (Crucial Blast) 

Grindcore with electro bits from 
Pennsylvania - Genghis Tron are 
touring the UK in November and have 
agreed to do a session for the show. 
They are also apparently playing with 
Napalm Death, their forefathers, who 
surely must all be in their fifties. 

Oxford Collapse 

Please Visit Your National Parks 

(Sub Pop) 

It's off their new album Remember 
The Nights Parties, which is coming 
out on 1 October, and I'm pretty 
excited about it. The Brooklyn trio, 
again new to me, are essentially 
fresh-faced collage boys making 
jingly guitar pop, but it's both 
unpredictable and, well, awesome. 

Clue Kid 

10p Dub (4N Format) 

This is a really simple sounding 
dubstep record; there isn't much 
else going on but this hypnotic 
bassline going around in loops. 
I could listen to it for hours. It is, 
in fact, very smart and I'm sure it's 
not even as remotely simple as it 
seems. Clue Kid is only 1 8 and you 
can often catch him at the DMZ 
nights in Brixton - a good reason 
to celebrate the youth of today. 

Tom Ravenscroft presents Channel 
4 Radio's SlashMusic, a weekly 
programme showcasing unsigned 
music talent. 

You can download SlashMusic 
from www.channel4radio.com 
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Derek: "Molten Gravy (perverted death- 
metal), aged 1 5, with Awesome Color cover 
artist, Greg McKeighan." 
Michael: "Violent Grey (Replacements-style 
originals with some Iron Maiden and REM 
covers thrown in), aged 1 5, with Awesome 
Color guest musician, Martin Cassidy." 
Allison: "Awesome Color!" 
Had you been in many bands prior to 
your current outfit? 
"Tons! Some highlights: Used To Be Women, 
Maximum Cloud, Scotch Bonnet (Derek); 
Violent Ramp, The Butler, Bisexual Genghis 
Khan, High School (Michael)." 
What would be your dream 
side-project? 

Derek: "Black Sabbath inspired all- 
transvestite band called Going Through 
Changes. We only play Chinese restaurants." 
Allison: "D-Beat hardcore band with John 
Olson from Wolf Eyes on guitar." 
Michael: "I have already realised my dream 
side-project Bisexual Genghis Khan with 
Colin from Usaisamonster." 
(Awesome Color) 

on tour 

"Somewhere along I-94 between Bozeman 
and Minneapolis, Kennan, who was driving, 
spotted some debris blowing around in 
the road up ahead. As he crested the hill 
at about 80mph, voices in the back of 
the van suddenly started, 'No. ..No. ..No, 
no, no-NO-NO!!'But by the time Kennan 
saw that it was not detritus, but a mot 
her duck escorting her seven or eight 
ducklings across the freeway, he could 
only swerve to avoid them. Unfortunately, 
that move wiped every one of them out. 
The van was silent for about three minutes. 
I think what broke it was Kennan's 
comment, 'What kind of mother...?' 
I slept through everything." 
(Nina Nastasia) 

"Backstage before the shows, I like to drink 
some warm water with lemon. ..and do 
25 minutes of vocal exercises (10 cycles 
of arpeggios to loosen up the vocal cords), 
at which point I realise I'm a scratch disc 
jockey and should probably figure out 
where my records are." 
(Kid Koala) 

"Myself and the KHLA live group Sellotaped 
3,000-plus pages of four Gideon bibles to 
a hotel roof in Nottingham once - it looked 
very pretty." 
(Adrian Flanagan, Kings Have Long Arms) 



MMMa 



J DILLA DONUTS 



read the label: stones throw 

Words: Stevie Chick 

Labels build their reputations through the records 
they release. Bay Area imprint Stones Throw, 
begun byturntablist/producer Peanut Butter Wolf 
in 1 996, nurtures an extended family of hip hop 
mavericks. I'd struggle to justify these artists as 
being particularly ground-breaking or influential 
- though they often are, that's not their primary 
aim. Better described as entirely wilful and 
idiosyncratic, these artists (trite but perfectly 
fitting cliche alert) make music for themselves 
first (and goddamn how other people 'do' things), 
manipulating and perverting and personalising 
the blueprints in artful and brilliant ways. 

Stones Throw is best known for the work of 
Madlib, immaculately-stoned DJ/producer/rapper/ 
one-man jazz quintet Otis Jackson jr. A hip hop Lee 
Perry, Madlib produced tracks for The Alkaholiks, 



A guarantee of 
a wildly creative, 
sludgily good time 



before releasing a debut album with his rap group 
Lootpack on Stones Throw in 1 999. Since then, 
a heavy-lidded tsunami of material has gushed 
forth: his recordings as Quasimoto, helium-voiced 
street-thug trudging some Corky McCoy/Melvin 
van Peebles mindscape, searching for weed and 
booty; collaborations with similarly-misfit genii 
J Dilla (Jaylib) and MF Doom (Madvillain); the murky 
Seventies elevator jazz (whipped to a post-digi 
2 1 st Century clip) of his Yesterday's New Quintet; 
the dreamy psychedelic miniatures of his work 
as The Beat Konducta . . . 

The key to 'Lib's work is embracing the 
mindset, the 'ear' of its creator, loving the murk, 
the obscurest collages, the lo-fi invention of 
his beats. 

Same with J Dilla; the Slum Villager-turned- 
Ummah passed away due to complications from 
Lupus this February. In his last months, hospital- 
bound, he worked on a hallucinatory beat-tape, 
fragments of track ideas woven into a mystifying 
whole that begs exploration. Titled Donuts, the 
mush of disembodied soul and shredded funk 
envelopes you within its blurry neon universe, 
a trip that leaves voyagers forever changed. 
The other artists signed to the label are no 



slouches either - from the ecstatic soca/reggae/ 
r'n'b hybrid of Aloe Blacc, to Georgia Anne 
Muldrow'sauterist jazz-soul and hersearingly 
crazy-paved poetics, to Koushik's meditative 
post- MBV groove. 

Labels build their reputations through how they 
do things. A strong, subtle in-house style pervades, 
from slanted/stylish sleeve artwork (Jeff Jank, art 
director, take a bow) through to ambitious projects 
like Chrome Children, a collaboration with twisted 
cartoon network Adult Swim. 

Everything they release dances to a deftly 
different beat, like Peanut Butter Wolf's Jukebox 
45s, a 2002 set of undiscovered old skool funk 
gems, new tracks from the label's stars, and 
pseudonomic nuggets from that lineup that 
pastiched funk, rap and soul with such loving 
accuracy that you couldn't tell them from the 
genuine relics (like Dudley Perkins' Sly croak 
'Flowers', or Funkaho's gamer strut-funk 
'My 2600'). 

Along with their reissues imprint Now-Again, 
Stones Throw have also explored unheard corners 
of funk and rap; most celebrated was their Funky 
16 Corners, a compilation of impossibly-rare 
groove tracks that would give DJ Shadow a hard-on, 
born of a cross-country road trip conducted by 
PBW and Now-Again honcho Egon. They played 
a set of ten-pin bowling in every city they visited, 
also looking in on the various funk veterans Egon 
had befriended over the years. The resulting set 
offered a subterranean history of the genre that 
spawned hip hop, with authoritative text from 
Egon illuminating these neglected artists. 

The label conducted a similar survey of 
Connecticut hip hop from rap's dawn for 2004's 
The Third Unheard. 

Perhaps all labels are born of a love for music; 
Stones Throw's success lies in the abundant joy 
and sincerity it takes in its every endeavour. PBW 
started Stones Throw with the objective of releasing 
the material he recorded with Charizma, his rhyme- 
partner from their teenage years until Charizma's 
untimely death in 1 993. Their album, Big Shots, 
finally surfaced in 2003, but thankfully Stones 
Throw continue their wayward quest, satisfying 
their curiosity and their errant muses with a steady 
slew of individual, artful records. 

As sure as any exists in this world, the Stones 
Throw logo is a guarantee of a wildly creative, 
sludgily good time. 

Theirs is the work of angels. 

www.stonesthrow.com 
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LITTLE AXE STONE GOLD OHIO 




Stone cold blues courtesy of Sug arhill Gang / Tackhead 
mainstay SMp 'Little Axe McDonald, aided and abetted 
by Keith LeBlanc and Doug Wimbish then all mixed up 
by On-U club producer Adrian Sherwood, 

Bringing together gospel spirituals with rock guitars, 
traditional blues collide with contemporary grooves 
creating the truly unique Little Axe sound. 







OUT NOW ON GD & DIGITAL DOWNLOAD 



"'Stove Cold Ohio' joins up the dots Unking African 
bolters, gospel and Delta blues eeriness to hip hop, 
funk and techno.,, On-U Sound's Adrian Sherwood 
mixes it afi into a simmer inn gumbo of hypnotic heats, 



easoned with 



dub-laden apocalyptic menace.™ Uncut 



www.realwQrklrecords.com/littleaxe 



Adrian Sherwood Becoming a cliche 
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Becoming a cliche 



Adrian Sherwood - On-U Sound dub innovator, 
sonic pioneer and one of the most influential 
producers and remixsrs around. 

Features a host of guests including Lee 'Scratch' 
Perry, Little Roy r Bim Sherman, Dennis Bovell 
and Mark Stewart. 

Initial release is a speoiat limited double pack with 
free bonus CD l Dub Cliche' - a completely new 
classic Sherwood dub collection - 
2 albums for the price of 11 



On CD & d§gnal download now 



"One of the few hone fide visionaries in showbusiness. 
Without Sherwood music today would sound very different 

Hie Daily Express 

www.roalworlcfrecorcfs.com/adrianshonwood 
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Tour Diary: Andrew Falkous 
Illustration: Vincent Vanoli 



Borrowed instruments, 
weak lager # sickness, 
harshness, retail 
larceny and many # 
many, rude words. 
Future Of The Left 
may be sometime... 




London, 1 September 

I'd been apprehensive about this show ever since 
Kelson let slip to Jack that we were secretly utilising 
drummer adjustment time (basically GMT plus one 
hour) in order to ensure that we're never late, but 
Jack, in a typical contrary act, turns up early and 
blows all that out the water. The fucker. 

Anyway. . .the car is packed, directions copied 
out (printers are for pussies), baguettes purchased 
and calls put in to touring partners The Quiet Kill. 
("You guys aren't dead, right? We can still use your 
stuff?") All is as well as can be expected and so 
the first day of the rest my life begins, in a cramped 
Rover 2 1 4si heavy with the putrid stench of tuna 
mayonnaise and a (borrowed) bass balanced 
carefully between my legs in the front seat. 

We arrive after only the tiniest of direction-based 
dramas and an appalling run for the boys on Trivial 




Pursuit, soundcheck with the speed of the puma, 
and then gaily race for the nearest Italian restaurant 
for egg-based pizza and overpriced soft drinks with 
my wonderful mother and brother who've come 
down from Newcastle for the occasion of our first 
official show. How lovely. In fact, with the exception 
of Carling on the rider, the day is going perfectly. 

I slink back to the venue for half seven or so and 
spend the next couple of hours catching up with 
friends who I haven't encountered since the last 
time mclusky played London, nearly two years ago. 
I'm glad to report they're all exactly the same, only 
a little bit drunker. In fact, I'm so taken with the 
revelry that I almost entirely miss the other bands. 
"Good luck," says a guy in the toilets, "If you're 
who I think you are." 

I appreciate the sentiment, whoever I am. 

Shit, I hope I'm not in Suede. 

Oh yes, the show thing. 

The Monarch is a notoriously bass-less venue 
but we chip away, pluckily, Kelson moves in the 
way that only Kelson can, Jack grins beardily and 
I sweat my right contact lens clean out of my eye. 
The reaction is wonderful; I'd cry if I had a heart. We 
wrap it up in 30, say the goodbyes of happy, tired 
men and drive unsteadily to Brighton, where a floor 
and a variety of appropriated bedding is waiting for 
us in the den of our tourmates. 

Brighton, 2 September 

The Engine Rooms is a venue that smells of metallers 
sweating piss onto a mat of decaying jackdaw shit, 
but it sounds just fine so what the hell. . .We load in 
through the eye of a steaming Brighton gale, and 
then step back outside so we can run around like 



infants and whoop accordingly. Sea air should be 
compulsory. We take photos and wince at the pier 
through the darkness. 

The show itself, albeit to a mostly empty room, 
is more fun than a double-cock-humbling. Jack and 
Kelson eventually persuade me to play 'Small Bones, 
Small Bodies' and it sounds great, even if I do say so 
myself. We rush the gear back to TQK's rehearsal 
space, via a series of vehicle-changes which would 
confuse MI6, then hit the local dub club, where 
everyone else (even Egglestone, bless him) dances 
and I sit on the floor, desperately attempting not to 
spill my drink. It's4am, and Jack Daniels on a wind- 
swept beach seems like the only suitable way to end 
the night... 

Weekend one is over, and not even a pan-pissing 
incident or the revenge farts of drummers stirred 
early from slumber can spoil it. We drive home 
and it takes forever, but nobody cares. Back, with 
crushing inevitability, to work. 

Southampton, 8 September 

I'd forgotten how blatantly motorway service 
stations steal cash from their customers. A quick 
overview-only buy products where the price is 
clearly printed on the packaging so the bastards 
can't add their 80 per cent you're-trapped markup. 
Bum-snoggers. I buy The Guardian and claim my 
small moral victory. 

We get there late, hoist our shit onto the 
ridiculously high stage in the Joiner's Arms and do 
the soundcheck, which is appalling. I suppose we're 
not the easiest band to do sound for, especially if 
you don't fully comprehend that the guitar really 
is meant to sound like a broken saw. 
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I get a kiss from a Mormon, 
which is a first 



?o 



The Quiet Kill play well but the crowd reaction is damn near non-existent, 
so by the time we take the stage I'm braced for half an hour of shouting into 
a vacuum. In fact, the opposite turns out to be true, our metaphorical bacon 
being well and truly saved by an broken-bass-string and an ensuing chat with/ 
at the audience which doesn't so much break the ice as fundamentally redefine 
it on a molecular level. 

My favourite show so far. I know, smile me a river. . . 

Bath, 9 September 

Thank God for friends. The story of Bath largely concerns Mitch (mclusky tour 
manager) and Aidan (former Cubare bassist and spinner of verbal silk), the 
times, the more times and the stories, most of which are unrepeatable in a 
family publication such as this one. We watch those Old Trafford scum triumph 
in a pub full of date-rapists, and then spend an inordinate amount of time 
searching the finely mulleted streets of Bath for food inexpensive enough to eat 
in good conscience, ending up settling for chips and pie from the most middle- 
class chip shop you ever did fucking see. Do I want my chips in a box? Do I look 
like I want my chips in a fucking box? Jesus. 

The show tonight is cool for both bands, the crowd relatively happy and 
communicative, and I get a kiss from a Mormon, which is a first. I hope she 
wasn't lying; now I just need a Scientologist to complete the set. 

Cardiff, 10 September 

You want glamour, you want the story of two young, dynamic bands on the 
edge, you want excess, intrigue and pure twat-expanding SEX? My friend, what 
you need is a selection of cheap filled pasta from Lidl. That, in a nutshell, was the 
catering policy myself and Kelson put into place when we welcomed the lovely 
people of The Quiet Kill to our humble Cardiff home, and since I didn't enjoy 
the actual show so much it shall be the focus of today's diary entry. What do 
you mean, you've never tried red pesto? That's outrageous. I'm disgusted. 

Afterwards we say goodbye to TQK, with the biggest thanks going out to 
the glorious Ms Ruzicka, who pretty much organised the whole damn thing, 
then Chinese food followed by four hours or so of projectile vomiting, sitting 
next to the toilet, reading Hunter S and groaning. 

Shit. I forgot to tape The Sopranos. 
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why i love... essential logic 

Words: Hannah Gregory 

It's strange to love a band that's untied to memories. 
Mostly, the music you love is closely linked to a person, 
place or pivotal moment -of joy, fear, friendship, 
lust. It's true that nothing comes without a context. 
But when music does come along unbound to any 
person or place, well, that's about as context-free 
as any listening experience can be. And context-free 
listening; it's liberating. You start to love it. 

This is what Essential Logic are to me. 

The only pointed memory I have in which their 
music features as a soundtrack is of me trying to be 
a DJ at a student function, pestered by requests for 
Madonna, r'n'b, or worse, Arctic Monkeys. Instead 
I choose to play 'Wonderful Offer': prime Essential 
Logic, 1 982, a track to set toes-a-spinning. 

No one else cares. No one else understands, or 
understands that this you don't need to understand; 
this language; this beat that pops like the ballet-spin 
where the dancer kicks one leg frantically in and out to 
keep up momentum, while saxophone flies- flies! - 
pre-pepped by three descending strikes on the bass- 
strings, and this beat. 

No one else cared. And it was liberating. 

Maybe liberated is how band leader, Lora Logic 
felt when, having parted with day-glo punks X-Ray 
Spex and saved enough money playing saxophone 
on a Stranglers album, she released 'Aerosol Burns'/ 
'World Friction', EL's first seven-inch, and every bit as 
corrosive, sharp and tangled as the title suggests. I love 
it, how she rips and tears at existing seams, rallying 
fluidity, diversity, break out. 

" Punk wasn't supposed to be logical - it wasn't 
supposed to make sense," writes Greil Marcus, in the 
sleevenotes to Fanfare In The Garden, the kill rock stars 
collection of EL tracks from 1 978-98. But Essential 
Logic weren't meant to be punk -just as they weren't 
(aren't) meant to be avant-garde or jazz or dub, either. 



OK, so there is, in fact, much context. There's 
X-Ray Spex. There's the colourful bag of UK post-punk 
to which Essential Logic inherently belong - Lora's 
collaborations with Raincoats, Scritti Politti and Red 
Crayola (on 1 982's 'Born In Flames' her voice crawls 
up the walls of a splintering disco beat). There's Hare 
Krishna, goddammit. But do we care for all that here? 

What I care about is Logic's voice. I love it, how it 
vibrates, high like the timbre of a bowed violin. How, 
later, it is less shaken and stirred, smoother, bell-like, 
and sort of. . .peaced-out. Some don't like the more 
sedentary turn, saying these subsequent tracks lack the 
positive tension, the jarring angles and dominant sax, 
which made the band so exciting in their beginnings. 

But me, I like the reinvention: the squall vs the 
sound of the mellow. The edginess and cut-glass 
humour remain, sunk deep in the rhythms, which, 
though steadied, resurface; changing freely, mutating 
from jazz pulses to a flamenco-like hip-swaying stamp. 
I love how the mood swirls unexpectedly, true to life. 

Yeah, how I love it, love them. 




neptune 

Words: Louis Pattison 

Photography: Shannon Corr 



What does being DIY mean to you? Are its principles 
strictly financial - booking your own tours and 
releasing your own records? Is it guided more by 
moral imperatives, a pledge of self-containment, 
a vow to lurk the wilderness of the music industry 
without ever stepping into the glade? 

Neptune are both of these things, but they are 
also more. Formed in Boston, Massachusetts in the 



'When an oscillator 
setting sounds 
horrifying, I tend to 
work with it' 



mid-Nineties by Jason Sandford, a punk rocker in 
search of a project for his college welding class, 
Neptune build their own instruments from the shed 
skin of industrial capitalism: bike parts, saws, old 
metal chairs, oil drums, debris pillaged from skips. 

"The first guitar I made was really crude, " 
explains Sandford. "The frets were made from these 
jagged nails and you couldn't play it without cutting 
yourself. I hadn't really measured anything on it 
properly, so it was too long for guitar strings and 
I had to put bass strings on it. But it made sound. 
I remember showing it to a good friend, a fellow 
I really respected who had given me some of my 
first punk records in high school, and he looked at 
it and said, 'This thing really inspires me to make 
some instruments of my own.' So I resolved to 
make some more." And Neptune was born. 



While a number of musicians - including, 
notably, noise queen Jessica Rylan - pass through 
its ranks, the last six years have seen Neptune 
solidify into a core of Sanford, Mark Pearson 
(baritone guitar, customised oscillators, four-string 
slide) and Dan Boucher (drums, amplified metal 
floor torn, random electronics). In turn, the sound 
has evolved from primitive Neubauten clang 
into a rusty-sounding orchestra of warped steel, 
soldered inputs and circuit hum. The aim is to use 
the instruments' inherent discord as an advantage. 

"When a particular note buzzes out or an 
oscillator setting sounds horrifying, I tend to work 
with it," explains Pearson. "Or sometimes I prepare 
the strings with a drumstick, or dump a cup of 
coffee on something." 

The group's massive discography of limited 
edition releases and collaborations (look out for 
their forthcoming 12-inch on Golden Lab, recorded 
with Jessica Rylan, Donna Parker and Kevin Micka) 
boast a similarly customised aesthetic: vinyl encased 
within a patchwork skin of gaffa tape, photocopies 
and stencilled paper; CDs housed in home-cracked, 
stained plastic casings. Within, you'll find lightning- 
lit storytales about "science, sex, radiation and fear" 
that belie the storm and stress of their creation. 
And make no mistake, Neptune suffer for their art. 

"I've cut myself numerous times, had two 
tetanus shots, had my eye glued shut and four 
stitches in my finger as a result of the instruments, " 
admits Boucher. Meanwhile, those guitars, as 
you might expect, weigh a ton. "I think I'm at the 
point," admits Pearson, "where natural spinal 
alignment feels wrong." 

www.neptuneband.com 
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why i hate...anti-rockism 

Words: Kieron Gillen 

Illustration: Soren Mosdal 



There's nothing more claustrophobic than a correct 
argument. An anti-rockist position has become 
a music debate's equivalent of comparing your 
opponent to Hitler and just as oppressive. And the 
court of rockist crimes has reached a crescendo 
over the last five years, with the Americans finally 
catching on with what's been the dominant 
doctrine in smarter British writer circles for 25 years. 
Rockism, in its modern sense, isn't really anything 
about rock itself, but a set of interlinked beliefs: that 
there is an established canon which must be hailed, 
that means of production matter, and that the 
authenticity of the artist is absolutely important. The 
critique is right. That's at least part of the problem. 

In terms of talking seriously about music, you're 
going to be laughed off the stage the second you 
take a rockist position. It's logically indefensible. 
All art is artifice. There's no magic in the means 
of production. The thrill imparted by the music is 
all that matters. The pleasure principle trumps all. 
What works, works. 

That it's so clearly right drives me mad. It leaves 
no room for question, no room for thinking, just 
ending up sickeningly self-satisfied. I've become sick 
of seeing the same intrinsically poptimistic friends 
lacerating someone over dismissing mid-period 
Destiny's Child for reasons of image, before 
rejecting (usually) some mainstream indie band for 
exactly the same reasons. All of which undercuts the 
assumption being that someone offering a rockist 
position is not terribly bright, when your first 
recourse is theirs. Lazy. 

But even if you're applying the anti-rockist line 
evenly, there are problems. As said, the core of anti- 
rockism as a critique is 25 years old. If you, as a critic 



of music, are primarily dealing in it, you're as retro as 
the Gang Of Four revivalists you're sneering at. The 
Pleasure Principle may win every argument- but it 
also sates everything. Anti-rockism isn't freeing your 
mind. It's stopping you from thinking. 

But what's worst is when an anti-rockist critique 
is applied to a musician, not a listener. It's a simple 
truth: insane, committed fanatics tend to make 



Anti-rockism isn't 
freeing your mind. It's 
stopping you from 
thinking 



better music than idle dilettantes. It's telling that 
the group of musicians who were consciously anti- 
rockist in their stance while being most artistically 
compelling were the early Eighties first wave, 
because anti-rockism means something different 
in creation than it does in consumption. For 
the latter, it's about an even-handed love and 
appreciation of the music. For the former, it's fuel, 
something to drive you on. 

So, yes, rockism is an indefensible position. 
So fucking what? Music thrives on indefensible 
positions. The most compelling music is driven 
between desires, truths, societal pressures and life 
pressing in around its creator. It's not about being 
right. It's about being true, whatever that means. 

In the end, reasonable attitudes only beget 
reasonable art. 
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the curtains 

Words: Dan Bolger 

" I think singing is an instrument I've overlooked all 
in my life." 

Chris Cohen is talking about his new album as 
The Curtains. You might know him as the guitarring, 
bassing, occasionally singing Deerhoof member. Now, 
having left the band to concentrate on this, you'll know 
him as the main guy in The Curtains. 

If his voice is a new instrument, he's certainly got 
an idea of what he wants to do with it. Kind of wistful, 
kind of vulnerable, it's not perfect, but it's something 
he's worked hard on. Previous Curtains records (some 
recorded before he joined Deerhoof) have been 
generally instrumental - lurching, jolting songs with 
an approach to structure which would be familiar to 
fans of Deerhoof, those funny, scattershot sketches. 

The new effort, Calamity (Asthmatic Kitty), is 
blessed with more classically definable songs. The 
moments where he duets with guest vocalists (notably 
Nedelle Torrisi) are real victories for good old harmony, 
yet they still retain the more tangential feel of the 
earlier records. 

"I think I'm really impressed by the singers that 
are incredibly detail-minded. Like Scott Walker, 
Sinatra, June Christie. . . I mean, I don't sing like that 
at all, but as a guitar player and a bass player I'm 
devoted to getting into the particulars, all the smallest 
details of playing. I like people who approach the voice 
in a similar way. What inspires me as a singer, I guess, 
is people who take it really, really seriously. I guess 
I like singers that are dramatic. I like drama. " 

There's a song on the new album, 'Invisible String', 
with lyrics about a "terrible knot inside ", where that 
drama is almost creepy, Chris' voice skirting the 
harmony with cover artist Yasi Perera. "There's no 
melody, there's just a loose shape, " he says. This seems 
to be the way the whole album has come together. 

"A lot of the songwriting is actually assembled; 
the editing is very intentional, " he explains. "A lot 
of it, I wasn't even pretending. Afterwards I'd move 
things around so it made sense. I would sketch the 
songs out, but with each track I'd get further and 
further away from that. " 

So how, then, does a very tightly edited looseness 
translate onstage? The Curtains have been knocking 
around as a fleshed-out live unit for a while now. "The 
band that's touring right now, it's like a cover band but 
the versions are very different. A lot of things are, you 
know, intuition, cueing each other with this mysterious 
feel that you get from playing with other people. " 

There is something mysterious (and forgive this 
pun-by-association) that twitches about The Curtains, 
some alien logic that packs a lot of ideas into compact, 
colourful musical explosions. Calamity, like any 
Curtains album, is only about half an hour long. 

" I don't wanna waste anybody's time, " says 
Chris. " I like it when I hear things which overwhelm 
me suddenly, where I can't get it all at once. That's the 
effect I'm trying to have." 

www.asthmatickitty.com 
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10lec6 

Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 
Illustration: Linda Coulter 

If 1 0lec6 were a pop band, their live gig would start 
with the following introduction: 

On bass guitar, the skinny boy with the long retro- 
hippie hairdo is Simon (in the best tradition of boy 
bands, 1 0lec6 only use first names). Simon is into 
new wave and punk. He likes Bad Brains and ESG. 

On the microphone, sporting a unique cross 
between a Chelsea hairdo and squatters' dreads is 
Emy. Emy likes anarcho-punk and folk. 

On drums (albeit a funny arrangement of small 
metallic ones which look a bit like pot lids, deviating 
from rock drums orthodoxy) is Jess, looking like a minor 
member of the Dr Dre crew with black curly hair under 
the obligatory baseball cap. Jess is into hip hop, mostly 
old school stuff and grime, which he says is, "The most 
innovative of all hip hop styles today" . 

And finally, Gaelle throwing congas into the mix. Her 
favourite sounds: traditional African music, evidemment. 

We try to interrogate the band about the racial 
politics of punk when we meet just before their gig at 
Artrocker, but 1 0lec6 are struggling to communicate 
with our pathetic French and their, well, less than 
impressive English. Then again, you don't expect 
a band named after a mistyped learning disability to 
be particularly articulate. In fact, that's probably the 
whole point. As lead singer Emy explains, "That's why 
I write the songs in English, because then I can mix 
words and create something, mix colour and image 
and it's more difficult to do in French " . 

Although 10lec6 live in Paris, they weren't too 
impressed with the recent riots in their town. " It was 
scary to watch it on television" they tell us, "but it 
wasn't exciting or anything. " 

So it wasn't like '68 all over again? 

Emy: "No, not really. In demonstrations, some 
people always control the crowd and stop other people 
from breaking shop windows and things like that. But 
when the police come, everything changes. The real 
problem is Nicolas Sarkozy [French interior minister]." 

We ask you about the politics of the 
Parisian suburbs because your combination 
of hardcore punk, hip hop and Afrobeat could 
be seen as quite political... 

Jess: "We don't really see it as political. It's 
probably just because I used to DJ a lot and to listen to 
black music and Gaelle just knew how to play congas, 
and that's what we brought into the band. Simon and 
Emy met at art school." 

There has been a lot of interest recently 
in French punk and new wave: do you feel 
like you are continuing the tradition of 
bands like Metal Urbain, Kas Product and 
Mathematique Moderne? 

Simon: "Well, we like these bands, but we each 
bring our own influences into it" . 

Do you ever fight about it? 

10lec6: [unanimously] " Non, never!" 

www.10lec6.com 




music that time forgot: poison girls 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Sam Friedman 



"Punk is a reaction of the powerless," explained 
Poison Girls singer ViSubversa. "Punk is about life, 
about taking my life for myself. " 

Throughout their career, Vi - and her fellow 
musicians, notably Lance D'Boyle and co-singer 
Richard Famous - rallied against what they called 
"the fear of freedom", the inability of everywoman 
to speak up for herself. Rock music may have paid lip 
service to feminism in the late Seventies but it was 
Vi Subversa who dragged the idea into the Eighties. 
She stood alone. She simply didn't care. 

I'd just turned 1 8 when I encountered Poison 
Girls. I was already distrustful of men, of mainstream 
'punk' bands. I felt alienated by society, resigned to 
a life of scraping by - outraged by obvious injustices 
(distribution of wealth, treatment of minority 
groups, especially women) and not sure how to 
give vent. I had gone straight from a minor public 
school to the production line (a cardboard factory). 
Music and underground comics were my way out. 

Sometime around mid-1 979 I picked up 
a Small Wonder 1 2-inch single, 'Piano Lessons' b/w 
'Violence Grows'. One side featured Poison Girls -Vi 
Subversa, a formidable rallying cry of a 42 -year-old 
woman, and her sarcasm-laden voice, choked with 
too much knowledge. The other featured her kids, 
Honey Bane and her streetwise Fatal Microbes. Both 
sides were incredible: punk laden with menace and 
atmosphere and tinkling pianos - Vi's lyric drew 
parallels between the sheep-like compliance of 
England's middle class and the rise of the Nazis (Vi 
being a wartime Polish Jewish evacuee). Every vowel 
was warbled like Feargal Sharkey before being spat 
out into an uncaring world populated with dole 
queues and crumbling tower blocks. I was hooked. 



Poison Girls played their first show in Brighton in 
February 77, celebrating Vi's status as a mother at 
a time when ageism held sway in 'alternative' music. 
They hooked up with anarchist punks Crass six 
months later, moving to Burleigh House, a large 
communal home in Epping beneath the M25. 
There was an incredible split single, 1 980's 'Persons 
Unknown' b/w 'Bloody Revolutions'. The A-side was 
a roll-call of anti-state protestors, a chilling reminder 
of the inequities of the state system - a worthy 
match to Crass' devastatingly angry flipside. Poison 
Girls went on to play over 100 benefits with Crass, 
helping kickstart Rock Against Racism, Stop The 
War and Stop The City protests - and running into 
trouble at both ends of the political spectrum. 

Like Crass, Poison Girls soon mutated their 
sound into a hybrid of old school English cabaret, 
anger, pop music, funk, classical waltz and out-and- 
out revolutionary fervour that continued to mutate 
over the course of the Eighties. Between 1 979 and 
1 985, Poison Girls released four albums, notably the 
brutal debut Hex and its scouring follow-up, 1980's 
roar of anti-establishment rage, Chappaquiddick 
Bridge. And let's not forget 1983's playful, spiteful 
Where's The Pleasure with its jaunty anti-war chant 
'Mandy's Having A Baby' and spoken word litany 
'Whisky Voice'. 

Poison Girls were the precursors of east 
European punk bands who, during the Nineties, 
helped fuelled their country's revolutions. But they 
were never about simple three-chord thrash, chest 
beating or attending to the popular fashion of the 
day. Poison Girls were truly apart. 

Cooking Vinyl have just released a four-CD 
Poison Girls retrospective Statement 
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Jackie-0 
Motherfucker 

FLAGS OF THE SACRED HARP 

"JOMFhave crafted something wholly, 
wondrously, their own from the raw 
materials of their heritage" 
4/5 Stars, Underground Album of the Month 

MOJO 

"A phantasmagoric career high" 4/5 Stars 
UNCUT 



THE NEW ALBUM 

Furrowed 
Brow 

OUT MONDAY 14 NOVEMBER 




What they're saying 
about Furrowed Brow 

"These are songs that could only have come 
out of a profound engagement with the few 
surviving pockets of wilderness in England's 
mental landscape" 4/5 



"His work betrays an unmistakable love of 
the bucolic and a sense of dislocation from 
- and nostalgia for - the uncluttered vistas of 

his youth There's a palpable sense of 

disquiet at the heart of these vaporous drones 
an unspoken dread hanging heavy in the 
vibrating air that subverts the otherwise 
straightforward beauty of Tucker's looped 





Bardo Pond 

TICKET CRYSTALS 

"damn loud and a damn fine 
album "4/5 Stars 

GIGWISE 

"a revelation with its mix ofshroomy 
psychedelic jammer y and acoustic 
tunefulnes" 

FLUXBLOG 



The Drones 

GALA MILL 

"In the local tradition of Nick Cave 
and the Go-Betweens, this excellent album 
sounds uniquely Australian. " 4/5 Stars 
THE TIMES 

"a masterclass in 

spacious roots rock" 4/5 Stars 

UNCUT 



www.atpfestival .com 
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the madman in the attic 



A/ords: Nicola Meighan 
D hotography: Greg Eden 



Crime fiction, carnivores and an anti-golf club: 
you are now entering the inner world of Clark 



^^ 




"Imagine yourself in sheepskin boots, with 
a spear, in a forest, and you're proper hungry. 
And you see a pig, a horse, a bull, a frog, a 
monkey and a lizard. What do you do?" 

So implores The Artist Formerly Known as 
Chris Clark, and he's real keen to correlate his 
corporeal catechism. "You throw the spear at 
the pig," he asserts. "I'm not black and white 
about stuff in general, but I am about that. 
It would have to be pig." 

Now operating under the breviloquent 
Clark designate, Warp's orphic laptop 
alchemist and electronic arbiter has just 
released his capacious, ace third album 
(Body Riddle) and is "guiltlessly tucking 
into fresh amounts of bacon like there's 
no tomorrow", as we speak. He is also 
pleasingly upbeat and congenial - having 
earlier asserted that his present working 
etiquette was predominantly pegged by 
the term "sober pedantry". 

"Hehe, I know, that phrase comes across as 
quite austere," he grins. "It was an absolute joy 
to record this little bad boy really. A lot of it 
was just done on a desktop in the living room, 
entertaining - and annoying - my girlfriend," 



'Actifed, 
coffee, 
porridge 
and broad 
beans' 




/ 



he laughs, of a consummate album w 
vehemence belies a debonair ethos. "I'm not 
particularly anal about where I work, I just sort 
of hone in on it wherever I am, regardless of 
how messy or minimal the set-up. 

"Anyway - sober pedantry is totally decent 
and conducive to music making," relays 
our genre-melding sage. "Being drunk is all 
right; being stoned, you just think the sonic 
equivalent of watching paint dry sounds 
transcendental; and being on E" - a cautious 
nod - "just erodes the humour, the dryness, 
the fun-poking." 

So what constituted downtime and 
decadence during the recording process? 
"Actifed, coffee, porridge and broad beans. 
Oh yeah, and I got seriously into crime fiction 
too," he elicits. "There's this English author, 
David Peace. His 1 974-1 983 series is amazing: 
all about the Yorkshire Ripper." A shudder. 
"I tend to not read for months and then binge- 
read when I can't be arsed with music. 

"There's one other thing," he hushes 
conspiratorially. "I did a lot of the album in the 
attic in our new house, which overlooks a really 
busy road with a golf course opposite," he 
spits. "So I began to nurture these comic book 
fantasies, you know, of hacking the fence 
down, and charging in with a mini-gun and 
a scythe, and mowing down the golfing old 
and young indiscriminately. ..Golf's a game 
for cunts and idiots as far as I'm concerned." 

Swimming seems to rile him less, and it's a 
water sports analogy to which our hero resorts 



to engender in his listeners: he wants people 
to "belly flop" into his world. Have any artists 
galvanised a correlative reaction in Clark? 

"I think Shellac, Dream Syndicate, Lightning 
Bolt, [Bernard] Parmegiani and Company Flow 
all have the 'belly flop' thing going on proper 
smart like," bestirs our vanguard exemplar. 
"The most 'belly flop' moment I've ever 
experienced, though, would have to be the 
introto Michael Haneke's [startling 1997 
'anti-thriller'] Funny Games -you know, when 
the death metal kicks in." 

Cough medicine, detective novels, porcin 
pipedreams and 1 8-hole abhorrence have 
served our protagonist remarkably well: 
Body Riddle's chaparral anagram of 
misbegotten disco, parched psychedelia, 
phosphorescent melodies and fractious 
micro-funk forges a part-industrial, part- 
pastoral, wholly arresting communique. 

So, Mr Chris Clark: two characters flank 
you - one a Clark aficionado, the other a 
Clark virgin. To which dispatch on the current 
anthology would you direct them by way of 
baptism to your masterwork? "Well, I think 
it would have to be 'Autumnal Frau On The 
Mouth'. Nein?" postulates our tricksy wizard, 
amalgamating several album tracks into one 
- 'Frau Wav', 'The Autumnal Crash' and 'Dew 
On The Mouth' among them. (Themes of the 
seasons and Bavaria resonate throughout 
the album.) 

Your previous dispatch was called Empty 
The Bones Of You; and this one's entitled Body 
Riddle: are you emboldened by anatomy, or 
puzzles, or pathology? 

"I went to that Body Works exhibition a 
while back - it was fascinating," he impassions, 
wide-eyed. "It was incredible to see people's 
insides presented in such a meticulous, 
transparent way. I think the anatomy is a good 
place to start in terms of inspiration, yes," he 
beckons. "As a friend recently put it: 'the body 
don't lie.'" 

www.throttleclark.com 
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AMPLIFY THE 

MYSTERY 



Words: Joe Stannard 
Photography: Cat Stevens 
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Prog-metal mountaineers Mastodon talk riffs # 
myths and the great outdoors 



"Baba Yaga." 

Brann Dailor, Mastodon drummer and tattooed 
love boy, picks his favourite mythical creature. The 
decision takes him roughly half a second. Like fellow 
bandmates Troy Sanders (bass/vocals), Brent Hinds 
(guitars/vocals) and Bill Kelliher (guitars/vocals) he's 
intimately acquainted with the everlasting power 
of myth. After all, Mastodon only grudgingly exist 
in our world. They'd rather be elsewhere. Where 
the wild things are. . . 

"She's a badass evil Russian witch," he 
continues, enthused. "She has a run-in with these 
kids in the forest and she's got this crazy fuckin' 
thing she flies around in." 

"I still wish they would find Bigfoot," admits 
Troy, bashfully. 

"Yeah," agrees Brann. "Where is that 
motherfucker?" 

Mastodon havejust released theirthird album. 
It's entitled Blood Mountain and what can I say 
about it but... Oh my god, the RIFFS!!! There are 
millions of 'em, complex yet gratifyingly vast, almost 
stellar in their mathematical beauty. As Simon 
Reynolds once wrote of Metallica, "Their songs 
are epic constructions, that use up and discard 
hundreds of riffs that other bands would give 
their eye teeth for." Unlike the Bay Area pioneers, 
however, Mastodon have in Brann Dailor a 
drummer of demonic dexterity and fearsome force, 
a tireless whirlwind in the vein of Neil Peart (Rush), 
Dave Lombardo (Slayer) and Animal (Dr Teeth And 
The Electric Mayhem). That, my friends, makes all 
the difference. With Blood Mountain, Brann and his 
merry band of explorers have taken the hyperkinetic 
heroism of their previous two albums Remission 
(2002) and Leviathan (2004) and twisted it into a 
Mobius comic strip populated by crazed mutations 
such as the Cysquatch ("A one-eyed sasquatch that 
can see into the future," explains Brann) and the 
Birchmen (probably not members of American Anti- 
Communist organisation The John Birch Society). 

It'd all be impossible to absorb were it not for the 
fact that each and every one of Blood Mountain's 



1 1 songs is catchier than a Cenobite's flesh-hook, 
making the album as much a total pop experience 
as an object lesson in the art of shredding. These 
riffs are so infectious, they drove Brann Dailor crazy 
before he'd written them. 

"You can't control what riff is gonna come to 
you when and where, or what's gonna inspire it," 
drawls the drummer. "I think the stuff that I write 
comes out of severe frustration from insomnia or 
whatever I might be going through at the time. 
I have real trouble sleeping, y'know?" 

Have you had that for a long time? 

" It's been since uh. . .since Leviathan, I think." 

Where does it come from? Too much caffeine? 
Not being able to shut off? 

" Fuckin' just trying to write songs. Or not even 
trying to write songs, but the riffs will just not stop 
in your head. The riff for 'Blood And Thunder' [off 
Leviathan] was in there for ever and it took me so 
long to get it out through a guitar and an amp. 
If I'm not worrying about something, I don't know 
what to do with myself. It gets messy up there. " 

Have you considered treatment? 

"No, no, no," he sighs. "If I get drunk enough 
I can pass out on the bus with everybody else. And 
at home it's not too bad unless we're in the writing 
phase. Then I'm fucked, y'know? I'll just lie there 
like, [hums main riff to 'Blood And Thunder'] Vun- 
de-dun-de-dun-de-dun-dun ! ' 'Or 'Crystal Skull'. 
There's a part in there that I knew wasn't ready. 
Then I went to see King Kong and they're playing 
these wardrums, trying to get Kong to come out, 
and I got this part that went 'Guh-guh! Gu-gu-gu- 
gu-gu-gul' I couldn't even pay attention to the 
movie after that! In the parking lot my wife asked 
me, 'What riff do you have going?' Hahaha! 'Cos 
we'll even be in the shower and she'll be like, 'What 
riff you got?' I'm like, 'Guh-guh! Gu-gu-gu-gu-gu- 
gui' She'll go, 'Oh, that one. Is that the one from 
last night that was all night?' I'm like, 'Urn... yeah'. 
My teeth'll be grinding, y'know. . . " 

Despite backgrounds in the typically reality- 
obsessed world of US hardcore (Brann and Troy 
are both former members of Lethargy and Today 
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Is The Day) Mastodon have always leaned heavily 
towards myth and legend, but with a greater degree 
of erudition and sincerity than, say, Hammerfall 
or Dragonforce. Brann in particular cites Joseph 
Campbell's The Power Of Myth as an inspiration. 

Is that the kind of stuff you've always been 
into, individually? 

"That's what ties us together as people, " replies 
Brann. "We're all like, 'Yeah, cool ! The Cysquatch ! ' 
I thought everybody was like that! Myth and legend, 
that's the beginning of human culture. That was 
the way you were taught manners or how to avoid 
horrible situations. It's the beginning of religion, 
those fables and fairytales. And there are monsters 
involved, so that's cool. Hahaha ! " 

Would you ever forsake the world of fantasy and 
'go political'? 

"It would interest me, personally," muses Troy. 
"But I think Mastodon would go more bizarre than 
that, the way we all focus. " 

"I'd rather be in a more spiritual realm," agrees 
Brann. " I don't want to mix my music with war. 
I read as much as I can about it to have an inkling 
of a clue what's going on, even though there's 
not much anybody can do about it. But I don't 
know if I feel comfortable with that stuff in 
my music." 

You're aiming for the fantastic, the 
transcendent. 

"Yeah," nods the drummer. "Everybody's 
so obsessed with reality television and reality in 
everything, it's like... where's the fantasy?" 

" I'd rather close my eyes and think of something 
cooler," says Troy. "We like to go into our own 
little world." 

So we won't ever see Mastodon trifling with the 
Punk The Vote movement? 

" If we're gonna be singing about tanks, they've 
gotta be...a//Ve!" grins Brann. "If we were gonna 
do some kind of anti-war album it would have to be 
totally metaphorical and cleverly done. Most people 
who decide, 'We're gonna make a political record 
because we're upset about President Bush ! ', they 
jump on that bandwagon and it's like, 'Yeah? 
Really?' We know he's horrible and awful. You're 
not saying anything." 

Back to nature, then. Have any of you ever 
been stuck up a mountain? Are you outdoors, 
trekking types? 

"We try to be," laughs Brann. "But we're always 
stuck in a fucking van or a bus! I wanna go camping 
so bad, you have no idea. I used to go to this place 



in upstate New York called Stony Brook Falls, 
and it had all these huge waterfalls and a big 
long trail. You could walk the trail and get in 
the waterfalls." 

"I remember being lost," Troy recalls. 
"You know, that feeling of having no direction, 
just infinite, non-stop trees? It made me fucking 
nervous. I remember that kind of shit from 
being little and exploring where my mom told 
me not to go, getting too far away and really 
losing it." 

Is it fanciful to suggest that Mastodon are 
currently the world's biggest psychedelic rock 
group? I don't think so. Blood Mountain may 
be many things - superlative heavy metal, 
iron-clad pop, vertiginous prog - but it also 
follows an internal logic that can only have derived 



'Everybody's 
obsessed with 
reality television 
and reality in 
everything. 
Where's the 
fantasy?' 

-Brann Dailor 



from a perspective bent all fucking sideways on 
hallucinogens. And nature, perhaps the greatest 
psychedelic of them all, if you'll forgive me getting 
all Arthur magazine on your ass. 

"When I was a teenager, the only place for 
us to go to take acid was the woods, " confides 
Brann. "We'd just go out there for fuckin' 18 
hours and start a bonfire and get lost in there. 
We'd see people in the trees and completely lose 
our minds. It was awesome. We'd just go out there 
and come up with the most bizarre scenarios of 
what was happening in the 'jungle', hahahaha! 
When it was really only a few yards away from 
someone's backyard." 

That's carried on into what you're doing with 
Blood Mountain. A kind of self-generated syncretic 
myth-making. 



"Yeah," Brann smiles. "I can't do acid anymore, 
but it got me into a good spot, I think. I could see 
everything so clearly under the influence of LSD." 

When did you realise you couldn't do 
it anymore? 

"I was in my mid-twenties, I think," he 
remembers. "I hadn't done it in a long time but 
I was with a good, close friend of mine who I was 
actually helping off heroin at the time. He was 
like, 'I just wanna take acid with you and have an 
awesome time,' so we went over to this guy's house 
and he had an eyedropper. He was like, 'Just hold 
your tongue out,' so I went 'Alright,' and that was 
a mistake. He dropped it and was like, 'Oh fuck! 
I gave you way too much ! ' He gave me the whole 
dropper. So I immediately started trying to scrape 
my tongue off, y'know. 

"Anyway," he continues. "That was a really, 
really, super-heavy trip. Rainbow-coloured 
maggots coming out of the ceiling, the floor 
turning into water, my girlfriend turning into 
Satan. Actually, what did it was, at six in the 
morning the phone rang. And you know when 
the phone rings and you're tripping? 'Oh my God! 
That's the outsideV My girlfriend got up to answer 
the phone, and it was her work calling, a Greek 
diner right around the corner. Apparently, this 
woman she worked with had had a heart attack 
and been taken away in an ambulance. I could 
hear my girlfriend going, 'Oh my God. Oh my 
God', and I was like, 'OH MY GOD ! ! ! ' 

" My mother was in the hospital at the time, 
she'd recently had some really hardcore crazy 
shit go down. She was in intensive care, and 
that could have been a phone call to tell me 
my mom was dead or something. So from that 
point I was like, 'I'm an adult, I can't be doing 
that shit anymore. I have to be responsible, I'm 
not 15'. So that's how it is." 

The older you get, the easier it is for reality 
to intrude... 

"And the worse it gets," Brann shakes his 
head. "Fuck that! I never wanna do that again 
in my whole life. 

"I went through it, I had the best time in my 
life doing it, had a couple of flips, a couple of bad 
ones, but for the most part, it got me to experience 
different kinds of music, different kinds of movies, 
different kinds of art. I think it expanded my 
mind, and I was able to use it as a tool to get 
to certain places. 

" Now I know where those places are. So I don't 
need it." 
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Reject stagnancy. Reject 
apathy. Step outside 
yourself and move to the 
invincible, flexible beat 
of Erase Errata 



s 



Words: Hannah Gregory 

Photography: Cat Stevens 



"We are the streets we are the concrete enemy 
we are the reasons for the gated communities 
relive reload red ia I. " 
(from the sleevenotes to Other Animals, 2001 ) 

Bianca Sparta (drums): "We are not a 
straightforward band." 

Three women are on stage, urging sharp 
sounds from their instruments; kind of artsy, 
kind of grungy, kind of hip. You could say their 
aesthetic is summed up in Jenny's rectangular, 
de-sexed glasses, in Ellie's flash of white-blonde 
hair, in Bianca's tattoos. Aurally, their creativity 
becomes more complex-flourishing in the 
flicker of cymbals that whisper for the bass 
to commence its underground chug and 
summon the guitar into a siren-like whoosh! 
You look round at the audience -they're 
kind of artsy, too: they dress a little off-centre; 
dance in spasms with stiff arms and shifty 
shoulders; or adopt a slightly inquisitive 
head-tilt, and nod, noncommittal. This is 
your culture, right? 

Step outside of it. It's refreshing. 

Imagine hearing Erase Errata - and 
equally, Liars, the band who followthem 
on the unlikely stage of London's Hippodrome 
this evening -without ever before having 
heard any experimental noise, or arty punk, 
or percussion-laden rock. Without having 
heard Sonic Youth. Or The Birthday Party. Or 
The Slits, or The Bush Tetras. 

Wow, what a wake up call. Ask yourself: 
would these dynamic ladies, bouncing sounds 
off each other like pinballs in an arcade 
machine, make sense? Would they need 
to make sense? Or would their abstraction 
of music, rhythm, life, be enough -enough 
to transport you elsewhere, make you move, 
make you dance? 

nightlife, forget about real life 

How important is performance for you? 
Jenny Hoyston (guitar, vocals): "It's it. It's 
everything. When we're performing live, 
within a certain structure, we're messing 
around. So it's really important for all three 
of us to push each other creatively, to push 
ourselves and make sure that the live show 
is different and exciting every night, so that 
we feel we're doing new things. Forme, 
it's like I'm trying to better myself." 
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How do you want people to go away from 
your live shows feeling? 

Ellie Erikson (bass): "Pumped." 

Jenny: "Amped. Inspired. I'd like for all kinds 
of people to come to our shows. I'm a little bit 
older, so I like it when older people come, 
when queer people come." 

Ellie: "We're not just for kids anymore!" 

Jenny: "I like it when people who are into 
non-traditional music come, and find us to be 
their pop band. I like reaching outto people." 

Before the birth of Erase Errata six years 
ago, its members had long been playing 
in other bands around Oakland and San 
Francisco. Bianca and Ellie (guitarist Sara Jaffe 
has now departed) continue to stretch their 
musicianship in side projects. Bianca's in a jam 
band, Ellie plays with a creative covers band, 
and Jenny's solo project, Paradise Island has 
releases on Dim Mak and Southern. 

She has also just released Hallways Of 
Always, an album of country-inspired duets 
with lowan banjo troubadour William Elliott 
Whitmore. The band are, simply, accomplished, 
au fait, sorted. Frequently during our 
conversation, on this jet-lagged and lethargic 
afternoon, it feels as though there is an 
unspoken intelligence behind their playing 
formula, a honed understanding between 
them which is surplus to explanation. 

Other Animals, Erase Errata's 2001 debut, 
sounded like: rock stars and chevalier knights, 
Mars attacks, superheroines, insectoid boxing. 
A new voice, a new universe. It was labelled 
as part of the post-punk resurgence, and 
sound wise, this fits. At Crystal Palace (2003) 
was the second wave. It started with a squall 
-a trumpet in fast-paced militancy -and 
ended in a liberal rock-out, opening onto 
the inevitable void that follows 27 minutes of 
cosmos-rippling chaos. New album Nightlife, 
out now on kill rock stars, is lucky number 
three; accordingly, the band has stripped 
down to a trio. 

"Before, we were like four separate entities 
-guitar, bass, drums, vocals, and amplifically 
speaking, arranged in that order. Now I am 
a little more subdued on the guitar so that 
my vocals stand out more," considers Jenny. 

She has this monotonous pitch and 
tempo of speech, the intonation of which 
does not change even as her words 
become impassioned. 



L-R: Bianca Sparta, Ellie 
Erikson, Jenny Hoyston 
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" I think the sound now is more. . .cohesive, " 
she continues. "We've lost a little part of the 
chaos without losing any of our emphasis on 
improvisation. Live, and when we are writing, 
we still throw each other curve balls. But it doesn't 
feel as chaotic." 

"I think it's more rooaackin'l" Bianca pipes in. 

She's right. In terms of positive tension, three 
is a good number for a band. This is what comes 
across at the Hippodrome, where we see how 
concise Erase Errata have become. Bianca and 
her drumkit are placed firmly centre stage as she 
looks right to bass and left to guitar, gauging how 
next she should feed them rhythm. Her wrists are 
invisible, invincible, as they nibble first upon the 
hi-hat, next the toms, next the snare; so fast, 
so agile. 

On record you might forget how these 
super-speed, flexible grooves are orchestrated; 
on stage, the drummer's forearms, seen in triple 
vision delay, display all. 

let's be active 

During the course of our interview Jenny Hoyston 
lets out the following burst of enthusiasm: 

"Sonic Youth is still great! We just played 
with them; they were f uckin' awesome. It blows 
my mind. They are still great. They are not gonna 
get bad. They will always stay true to their 
creative selves." 

However much of an obvious signifier 
Sonic Youth may have become for any vaguely 
experimental music, their ideal of boundary 
furthering, flexible musicianship is clearly aligned 
with Hoyston's will to push out and forward. 




asking us what we think of The Poppers, The Pippas, 
ThePpp...?" 

The Pipettes? 

"Yeah, The Pipettes. Well, we'd never heard 
them. We saw their press photos in polka-dot 
dresses on the in-flight magazine. And when I finally 
hear them, I'm like, 'Why are people asking me 
about this band?!'" 

I don't see the link. Apart from that they're girls. 

"Yeah, they're girls!" 

I want to ask them the relevance of the 
female factor, without over-emphasising the 
obious. They recently toured with that most feminist 
of contemporary bands, The Gossip, though Erase 
Errata themselves do not necessarily vocalise 
feminist issues. How do they feel about the kind 
of girl-specific stance they might be cast into? 



'I like it when people who are into non-traditional music 
come to our shows, and find us to be their pop band' 



- Jenny Hoyston 



Erase Errata do look forward, yes, but they 
are part of a continuum. They carve songs out 
of the fickle sound matter that arose from their 
separate musical backgrounds: Suzuki Piano 
Volume 5 -Ellie; Hendrixand Beefheart- Jenny; 
awareness of post-punk - Bianca. Hell, from 
Jefferson Airplane and the trad rock school, and 
yeah, to the post-punk girls like those that featured 
on that Rough Trade compilation: The AuPairs, 
Kleenex, Delta 5. Erase Errata exist in the spaces 
between these bands, reading like a mash of 
inter-audio-ality, equating to danceability and 
positivity. They deserve a place in this continuum. 

Jenny explains: "All of our music is written out 
of improvisational sessions. For us, the recording 
part only takes up a brief period of time, and is only 
one version of a song. We're not into the idea of 
'here's the song, now it's finished'." 

This will - to improve, re-embellish; allow 
songs to grow and breathe long after they 
have been committed to tape - is exciting. 
Erase Errata's music is never the same. It's a 
rejection of stagnancy. It's a rejection of culture. 
It's a conscious move towards progression, and 
an admittance that we - a society wrapped up 
in its electronically minded development - are 
not really progressing. 

As Hoyston sings on 'Other Animals': "Other 
Animals are more evolved/Their evolution leads 
to natural efficiency/The human race is the least 
evolved/Our evolution led to civilisation". 

I ask them which bands they feel are exciting, 
which incite progression in the same way. 

Jenny: "Jefferson Airplane. Captain Beefheart. 
[A dry pause] I dunno, everybody over here keeps 



Ellie: "We had a guy in the band for a short time. 
Didn't work out." 

Jenny: "But that was more to do with the 
three of us just being a core. I have no problem 
with being associated with the feminist movement, 
even though it may not be our focus or the reason 
why we formed the band. Even though I might not 
be talking about women's reproductive freedom 
or queer issues in my lyrics, I hope that people would 
understand that we are all disappointed in the 
inequalities that face women in the world at large. 
Lump us in with it, that's cool. Strength in numbers: 
it's cool." 

Though Hoyston does touch upon the more 
personal slant of queer love on the latest album 
(hear 'Take You'), her lyrical preoccupations are 
otherwise more political. On Tax Dollar' and 
the vitriolic 'Another Genius Idea From Our 
Government', she voices her disdain for American 
politics, fuelled by blood-splattered headlines and 
a distrust of surveillance technology 

"The album is a very fearful album. At times 
it's bleak. At times, I'll describe situations where 
you might expect me to have come up with 
a solution by the end of the song, but I never 
really do. I just don't know." 

Was it a necessary step, then, for you to 
broadcast these fears and discuss current political 
issues within the band? 

"I think that discussion is very important. Even 
if it's not going to affect our government, at least 
it will empower each of us to know that we are not 
the only one. It's healthy for us to express ourselves 
and to express our distaste for things, things that are 
not in our favour. For example, at the airport today 
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'Music is the place where the three of 
us feel like we do have some power' 



it's "Terror Threat Orange!" which apparently 
means we have to go through security control 
with our shoes off. I don't want to get blown up 
in a plane either, but mostly I just feel that it's 
over-the-top - smoke and mirrors. It all builds 
up into this wall that an individual citizen has to 
climb over in order to live their life. " 

This is all very serious - but not very fun. 
We don't want to be reminded of the wall of 
security, the so-called War On Terror, the possible 
threats to our daily lives, in our very escape from 
these daily dredges, do we? So this is where the 
music part comes in. Because as much as Jenny 
might be rallying political polemic in her lyrics, 
Erase Errata are, at the same time, pushing loose 
song structures into transformational shapes, 
laying down a wonky jam, and working it. 
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They play because it's fun. We go to their shows, 
because they're fun. 

Music is fun, remember? 

"Of course, my lyrics are a very easy thing 
for someone [a music critic] to write about, maybe 
because words are easier to write about than 
notes," says Jenny. "Butaslsayagainandagain, 
there is so much more going on in our band 
besides the lyrics. I think there are other actions 
that we take - the way that we play our instruments 
untraditionally, how we play together, the 
structures of the songs - these things are 
also, though perhaps not political action, 
intense expressions." 

Right, these actions, expressions, they mean 
something. Because lyrically, you said you feel 
like Nightlife is bleak, but musically it is not bleak 



in any way. The music is what makes the message 
more energised; in a way, it out-balances the lyrics. 

"Hopefully," Jenny replies. "Because [in the 
music] is the place where the three of us feel like 
we do have some power. It's hard not to feel 
powerless in the world today, but there [in the 
music] is our strength." 

another genius idea 

Back at the Hippodrome, and you too are feeling 
Erase Errata's strength. 

They transport you, unexpectedly, to a scene 
in a film where a band are playing a show in 
downtown Berlin, in the midst of a transforming 
community. The impulsive dance of the girl 
protagonist as she moves to her own beat, fighting 
misapprehension, mirrors the moves of the girls 
on stage and the magicked zeal they are creating. 
It makes you step outside of this room - this culture 
-and it's refreshing. 

You smell the collected enthusiasm in the air, 
feel the guitar as it goes to your head, sends you 
up, sends you away: another time, another disco, 
another universe. 

Is this your culture? 

You just escaped it. 
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Sunn O))) and Boris have spent lifetimes exploring metal's darkest corners and unearthing 
recordings of stunning, subterranean power. So what happened when the robe-clad doom 
conceptualists and Japan's heaviest trio went in the studio together? We pore over the volcanic 
results and talk extreme music in the company of Stephen O'Malley and Atsuo 







L-R: Stephen O'Malley, Atsuo 



£. 



I 



IL, 



^TIBH OVI 



Sunn O))) and boris 



September, 2006. A bus rolls through into 
Birmingham, Alabama. Birmingham is dying. 
Once the prosperous hotbed of America's steel 
industry, the years have not been kind. Empty 
neighbourhoods, deserted streets, decay and 
disrepair - a new kind of ghost town for the 
New American Century. This was the city that 
birthed Martin Luther King, spokesman of the 
Civil Rights Movement; the city that birthed 
Sun Ra, the man who piloted Black American 
consciousness into the cosmos. Today, however, 
a new sound rolls into town, more fitting to 
Birmingham's living decay. Music leaks from 
the stereo. "Nurse with Wound, Soliloquy for 
Lillith," explains Stephen O'Malley. "Avery still 
record, with these really slow synth oscillations. 
We were driving into Birmingham, listening 
to that, looking around and there was no one 
there. In America there's a lot of cities like that: 
everyone's left, or one generation has left, like 
'There's no way we're gonna grow up here!' It 
seems like Boris being there is a unique event." 

They say there are two certainties in life. 
You are born, and you die. Forget that: today, 
we deal in eternities. 

defeating earth's gravity 

Stephen O'Malley is many things: a graphic 
designer, writer, label boss (of avant-metal 
imprint Southern Lord), and musician behind 
acts like Burning Witch, Thorr's Hammer, 
Ginungagap, the now-defunct (yet still warm) 
Khanate. He is also, alongside Southern Lord 
co-owner Greg Anderson, the primary mover 
behind cowled drone/doom conceptualists 
(and unlikely New York Times favourites) 
Sunn O))). He's been patron of the grimm 
underground, releasing records from kvlt Black 
Metal mavericks Striborg, Xasthur, and Atila 
Csihar. And he's been the toast of the London 
art set - see Sunn 0)))'s 'appearance' with 
sculptor Banks Violette at the Maureen Paley 
gallery earlier this year, so oversubscribed that 
the entire audience listened from outside, only 
to enter after the performance to see guitars 
and amps built from resin and salt, a shattered 
wine-bottle, a dissipating fog of dry ice. 

But today, Stephen O'Malley is the simply 
the man behind the wheel, carrying Japan's 
Boris around the Southern States of the USA. 
"Stephen is a combination of driver, technician, 
and sort of all-round theatrical producer," 
speaks Boris' drummer/vocalist Atsuo, his 
words fed back to me through a translator. 

"Large smoke machines," elucidates 
O'Malley, "Huge ones." 

"The fact of people not being able to see 
each other is all part and parcel of the effect," 
adds Atsuo. " It's a way to create a gap between 
the audience understanding what's happening 
and what's actually happening. Through 
that gap, the audience is free to use their 
imagination to create interesting images". 

Born in Tokyo in the early Nineties, Boris 
take their name from a track on Melvins' 1 991 
album Bullhead. Like O'Malley, they have spent 
their existence exploring metal's dark corners: 
the recesses of extreme low-end; the meth- 
shooting buzz of ultra-cranked garage; the 
panoramic vistas or elevated states formed 
when rock tempo slows from its natural pace 
(120-140 BPM), below the human heartbeat 
(80 BPM), into a dazed limbo where time stops 
and where the horizon forever rolls away. They 
first met on Boris' debut US tour, in O'Malley's 
hometown of Seattle, bonded over mutual 
touchstones - primarily, the low-end drone of 
Dylan Carlson's revered Sub Pop outfit Earth. 
("I was working in a record shop when the 
second Earth album came in," recalls Atsuo. 



"There was no drums, no rhythm, just these 
really, really heavy riffs. I couldn't understand 
what they were trying to do, but I was attracted 
because of that.") Sonic affinity became 
friendship, friendship became business 
relationship, O'Malley's Southern Lord 
re-releasing a string of Boris records to a US 
audience - 2001 's Absolutego, 2003's A mplifer 
Worship, 2006's Pink. And now, the two bands 
- Boris, and Sunn O))), who O'Malley fronts 
alongside fellow Southern Lord co-owner Greg 
Anderson - have toiled together on a joint 
collaboration, Altar. Long in the works, time 
was always a problem. "But I never really saw 
a language barrier," explains O'Malley. "With 
music you end up communicating in different 
ways that don't involve linguistics. Things like 
time and tone are more important." 

Time, and tone: those, in essence, are the 
two twin pillars of Sunn O))). I first saw them 
play at All Tomorrow's Parties in 2003, pushed 
up to the front to watch two cowled figures 
trace strange sigils across guitar strings and 
bow low in supplication. Then, as the set 
unfolded, I retreated to the back of the room, 
stretched out on a carpet and, earplugs still in, 
sucked up the vibrations from the floor. Sunn 
O))) is not simply about plugging in the biggest 
amps and striking the lowest notes. It's an 
investigation into the very properties of sound 
itself -the possibilities of resonance and 
feedback, the potential powers you tap into 
when you harness microscopic tunings and 
macroscopic volume. In October's Plan B, 
Stephen O'Malley talked about Sunn O))) 



studio with. From those vague beginnings 
things just took their course." 

O'Malley adores the idea of collaboration. 
"Music is not about a person, certainly not 
about one individual," he explains. "It's 
exciting to work with other people; it's a way 
to allow music to form in this greater sense." 
This connection is at the centre of the Sunn O))) 
design. It powered my favourite of all their 
releases, White One -a euphoric masterwork 
of power ambience and pagan mythology that 
saw, on 'My Wall', Julian Cope appearing from 
the mist like a deceased Viking king who has 
reawakened and steered his burning longboat 
back into port. And it powered 2005's Black 
One, a homage to O'Malley's beloved black 
metal, the making of which saw guest star 
Malefic-the corpse-painted wraith who is, 
to all intents and purposes, black metal loner 
Xasthur - locked in a coffin to record a vocal for 
'Bathory Erzsebet'. 

The gigs around that time were chilly and 
punishing, halls choked with gusts of dry ice. In 
Bristol, I could barely see Malefic as he slithered 
up to the microphone. Lucifer knows what he 
thought, gazing out at a sea of craning hipster 
heads, but I hear there's a bootleg tape where 
he can be heard calling the crowd "a buuuunch 
offuuuuuckingpuuuusies" in a shrill shriek. 
I guess this is what Nietzsche meant when 
he talked about the abyss staring back at you. 

pure holocaust 

Stephen O'Malley's in a pretty good mood 
today. HetellsmehowSunn 0)))'s robes are 
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"Altar" and two riffs: that was what 
we went into the studio with' -Atsuo 



in transcendental terms. "It can shift your 
mind from normal, rational operating mode 
to something else. It's like with Indian raga - it's 
literally a spiritual practice, a way to tune your 
brain". Yet if Sunn 0)))'s sound is meditative 
and immersive, unlike spirituality, it is never 
dogmatic. Experience it live, loud, and it feels 
like a pathway... But a pathway to what? 

black mass 

It is not hyperbole to suggest there is no one 
else in rock music right now who is capable 
of making a record like Sunn O))) and Boris' 
new album, Altar. Powerfully conceptual, 
broad and divergent in sound (from majestic 
sludge symphony 'Etna' to the washed-out 
Blue \/e/i/etdrone lullaby 'The Sinking Belle') 
and packed with guests -Soundgarden's Kim 
Thayil, ex-Melvin Joe Preston, Jessamine's 
Rex Ritter, Seattle songwriter Jesse Sykes 
-it's a glimpse into a netherworld of shadowy 
possibilities; rock'n'roll upturned, its raw 
underside laid bare. 

While the concept of Altar had been in 
existence for several years, however, its birth 
was left to chance. "I'd talked to Stephen about 
doing something together, and he'd come back 
with an image of Mount Etna, and the idea 
of something volcanic or eruptive," explains 
Atsuo. "I always had this idea of Sunn O))) 
live performances being a kind of ceremony 
or rite. We had this word, 'Altar', and these 
connotations attached to it. We also had two 
riffs. The image of the volcano, the word 'Altar' 
and two riffs: that was what we went into the 



made by his sister, who "makes lingerie for 
kids", and informs me, with only a hint of 
a smirk, that he and Sunn 0)))'s Rex Ritter - 
he of the sub-bass Moog - were thinking of 
making Black Two a hip hop album. "Rex is 
a huge hip hop fan," says O'Malley. "And I'm 
a really big fan of Pharrell." Is he pulling my 
leg? I honestly couldn't tell you. 

Unfortunately, there's something that 
troubles me about Sunn O))). In a sense, 
it'ssimilartowhattroublesmeabouta lot 
of 'extreme' bands: is it right to enjoy music 
about hate? Call me a liberal (fuck it, why not) 
but it took me months of ethical to and fro 
before I could listen to Whitehouse without 
feeling slightly soiled -and only then by 
rationalising it as an experiment in language, 
something higher than hate. I still can't listen 
to black metal without the creeping sense that 
I'm a voyeur -a hipster in it for cheap yucks, an 
intruder on the black mass who deserves to be 
strung up from the nearest battlements 
(because everyone hates a dilettante). But this 
is slightly more complex. And here's why. 

Stephen O'Malley: The accusations of your 
National Socialist beliefs are abundant. What's 
the truth in this, Varg? 

Varg Vikernes: "Prejudice. The Jews made 
the world believe in the Holocaust lie, and 
whenever a blond, tall, proud Norseman with 
sky-blue eyes like myself says anything negative 
about the pestilence called Judeo-Christianity 
and its roots, the Jews, he gets automatically 
stamped as a Nazi. I am not necessarily a 
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National Socialist just because I have realised 
the Holocaust story is a big lie and because I 
acknowledge the fact that the Jews are the root 
of the Judeo-Christian thornbush. Attack the 
bush and you get hurt attack the roots and the 
bush dies. . . " 

Published in Sounds Of Death magazine, 
Issue 5, Nuclear Winter 1995 

While living in Seattle in the mid-Nineties, 
Stephen O'Malley was a writer. Primarily, 
he was the editor of Descent magazine - 
a zine dedicated to extreme music, in particular 
the rising Nordic Black Metal movement: 
Darkthrone, Immortal, and Varg Vikernes' 
one-man 'Viking metal' project Burzum. 
According to historian Nicholas Goodrich- 
Clarke's expose of modern Nazism, 2002's 



Do you feel uncomfortable with that? 

"I feel uncomfortable that you're implying 
something." 

I'm not implying anything. I'm just 
interested in how you rationalise that. 

"The context of the other advertisers 
puts it in perspective. Considering the 
companies I had advertising in the magazine, 
the fact that they had a slant of that type 
was not really..." 

You're saying it was a magazine about 
extreme music. Thematically. 

"Yeah. I mean, I had advertisements 
from the Church of Satan, and I also had 
advertisements from Resistance Records. 
But you should askquestions that talkabout 



he point that free thought exists 
lore important than the way it's 

: ed' - Stephen O'Malley 



Black Sun: Aryan Cults, Esoteric Nazism And 
The Politics Of Identity, Descent would take 
adverts from notorious Detroit white power 
label Resistance Records, home to bands like 
Bound For Glory, Nordic Thunder and Beserkr; 
meanwhile, Resistance, the label's zine, 
featured interviews with skinhead bands, 
alongside editorials written by founder George 
Eric Hawthorne that talked of Aryan ancestry, 
white revolution and, "The genocide against 
the white race". Goodrich-Clarke also reports 
that O'Malley contributed a feature on black 
metal to Resistance, "lam naturally affiliated 
with 'Nazism'," Vikernes reportedly told 
O'Malley, "For it is based on our archetypal 
values. ..too bad the Holocaust is a lie." 

I don't present this to imply Stephen 
O'Malley as a fascist. Too often, the music 
press is quick to throw mud from the comfort 
of its ivory tower. But my love of Sunn O))) is 
coloured by this. I need to ask some questions. 
So here goes. 

Stephen, I remember reading an original 
interview that you did with Varg Vikernes 
when you were editing Descent, talking to 
him about fascism and the Nordic nationalism 
thing, and I felt you sat on the fence, really 
-you didn't put any editorial slant on it. I'm 
interested in how you feel about that point 
where black metal intersects with National 



Socialism. I've never heard you talk about 
politics and I'm interested inyourthoughts. 

"We can talk about politics. I think what 
Varg Vikernes is talking about has very little 
importance in the way of the real problems 
that are happening right now, like the United 
States government basically destroying the 
relationships between civilised cultures and 
people, and more important issues like the 
environmental problems that are happening. 
I mean, Varg Vikernes is one man in a prison, 
who is in a prison because he murdered some 
guy. I am a fan of the music, though. And his 
ideologies at one point, behind what he's 
doing, are an interesting part of the puzzle." 

I read that in Descentyou took an advert 
from Resistance Records. I haven't seen it, but 
I'm interested in whether you could clarify... 

[Tersely] "Advertising pays for printing." 

Yes. But they're a record label that are 
affiliated with... 

"Yeah, they put out white power music." 

OK. Do you regret that? 



our record and our collaboration. We're 
railroading down - 1 don't know where you're 
going with this? I haven't done an interview 
like this in about five years, where you try 
and nail me on the Burzum thing." 

I'm not trying to nail you on anything. I'm 
seriously just interested in your reasoning. 

"I also worked for Misanthropy Records, 
who put out Burzum albums. He makes a lot 
of money off of his record sales. Or someone 
makes a lot of money out of his record sales. 
I worked for the record label for three years, 
I also designed his records, and a lot of other 
records by people who are maybe controversial 
or whatever. But I also design a lot of records 
for other people, like jazz musicians and 
experimental artists from all over the world. 

[Exasperated] "I'm not here to judge 
people's beliefs. When it comes to music, I think 
the music overrules, or has overruled it for me. 
In my personal situation, I have very different 
feelings about things. I'm not spending time 
hanging out with Varg Vikernes or people 
who consider the Norwegian DNA structure 
to be superior to the Nigerian one or whatever. 
It doesn't exist in my thoughts." 



O'Malley falls silent. He looks agitated. 
Atsuo and the translator sit silently too; 
I'm not sure how much of this has been 
translated. I change the subject, ask about 
upcoming Boris projects (there's a collaboration 
with Merzbow called 'Clatter', which Atsuo 
describes as sounding like, "Woodpeckers 
pecking away at a tree trunk"). After a minute 
or two, O'Malley speaks again. "I just want to 
apologise for being so defensive," he begins. 
"It's just that line of questioning, Idon'tthink 
really has anything to do with reality, and it 
gets under my skin. I'm tired of talking about 
that stuff. I don't think I need to justify any of 
it. I believe in free thought and free expression, 
and whatever direction it takes is valid. The 
point that free thought exists is more 
important than the way it's used." 

And I sort of understand him. Because I've 
been there. We've all been there. There are no 
saints here. Where do you earn your money? 
Where do you spend your money? If you buy 
this record or that record, will it fund racists, 
or drug habits, or multi-national corporations 
that shut kids in factories to make shoes for 14 
hours a day, or plant landmines in the ground? 
I do not believe Stephen O'Malley is a racist. 
The last decade of his work has revealed 
him to be a visionary into music for its sonic 
and aesthetic properties, not as a tool for 
demagoguery. Maybe I'm overreacting; maybe 
there's something hypocritical about being that 
sort of fan who lauds music for its misanthropy, 
its negativity, its total fucking 'kvlt' appeal - but 
then flinches when it decides to put a tag on 
that music, like 'fascist' or 'Nazi'. As a fan of 
'extreme' music, this is what I wrestle with. 

But Stephen O'Malley has walked some 
dark corners. Should he have a responsibility? 
He doesn't believe he has a responsibility to 
have a responsibility. For him, the art always 
comes first. 

Atsuo leans forward to the translator. 
He has a final word. "I think interviews, as 
well, are a kind of collaboration," relates his 
mouthpiece. " If you can try and get the best 
out of each other, other than try to pull 
somebody down, you're always going to 
get better results." 

I nod, shut the minidisc off, and stand to 
leave. There's handshakes all round, words 
of thanks that seem sincere. I step out of the 
Holiday Inn, and walk off into the Camden rain. 
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"If we were sitting together in a bar," smiles Khaela 
Maricich, "I'd probably spend more of my energy 
asking you questions about yourself than I would 
talking about myself. I would be holding my hand 
around my ear, cupping it to be able to hear your 
voice more clearly. I would lean towards you, and 
be making little patterns in the perspiration on the 
side of my drink, and think about how your accent 
sounds, and what it would feel like to talk like you. 
Maybe I'd even be silently practising to see if I could 
imitate you." 

I say 'smiles', but of course that's a guess. Khaela 
- founder and now one half of The Blow, with 
Jona Bechtolt - lives in Portland, Oregon and so 
this interview is by email, that strange, one-way 
conversation where I put all the questions first, wait 
for the answers and hope that some of what each 
of us really meant to say gets through. Yet, in a way, 
it makes no difference whether she's communicating 
across an eight-hour time-lag, the uniform 
intonation of plain text or the gap between a song 
being written and it being heard. It's Khaela and 
The Blow's magic to make everything they do seem 
as close as a whisper up against the heart's ear. 

Listen to new album Paper Television and you'll 
hear a group who take the bleeps and flourishes 
of contemporary pop production - supposedly 
the pure glucose standard of immediacy - and 
who,by recreating them in their DIY, K Records, 
performance art way, somehow wrench a pulsing 
human heart from the cynical robotic shell. It makes 
sense when you realise that previous album The 
Concussive Caress, or, Casey Caught Her Mom 
Singing Along With The Vacuum was based around 
the kind of songs and half-murmurs that people 
sing under their breath. You may not have actually 
experienced all of the twinges of Cupid's arrows 
you hear in Khaela's lyrics, but the way she sings 
it, it's as though she's ghost-written your diary from 
a parallel life, one where all those feelings you never 
quite got round to expressing are as poignant as 
yesterday. Ouch. 

"Boys, the secret about girls is that we want you to 
like us. We want you to think we're cool. Girls, the 
secret about boys is that they want you to like them. 
They want you to make a warm home for them in 
your affections. " - 'Boys Chase Girls' 

Originally Khaela's solo project, The Blow's first 
outing as a duo was 2004's mini-album Poor Aim: 
Love Songs (K). " It was sort of inevitable that Jona 
and I would end up working together," says Khaela. 
"Over a few years, we slowly became part of the 
same extended family of musical collaborators 
and friends. We just ended up noticing that we 
were growing in the same garden, I guess." 

Cross-pollination finally occurred in summer 
2003, during a swim at Washington music festival 
What The Heckfest. "I was in the middle of the lake 
with one of Jona's best friends, Steve, who runs 
States Rights Records, and Steve and I talked as we 



Trading careless whispers and scrapbook beats with Khaela 
Maricich of Portland duo The Blow 
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swam about how Jona and I should make a record 
together, and put it out on Steve's label. I shouted 
to Jona where he was standing back on the shore 
to see if he would be interested. He shouted back 
an immediate "SURE!" And that was that." 

In collaboration with multitalented, multimedia 
Jona - equally at home creating internet reality 
show The Ultimate Blogger' as drumming for 
Devendra Banhart or at the helm of his own project, 
Yacht -The Blow soon started to gobble up new 
influences. Paper Television skips guilelessly from 
breathless r'n'b to 'Hot Topic'-style scrapbook pop, 
offering up martial snare rolls, chirping IDM crickets 
and a healthy love of the days when drums were 
hexagonal and Depeche Mode were earnest 
young schoolboys. 

" I come to Jona with words and a melody, and 
sing them for him. Sometimes he immediately hears 
a way that he wants to produce the song, and starts 
creating a beat for it right that instant. Other times 
we throw around ideas for how it could sound," 
Khaela explains. "Jona plays the drums and samples 
them into the computer. I sit next to Jona drawing 
something and giving commentary about how it 
sounds, asking him if he can make some sort of 
sound like a school of fish moving through the 



a sound recorded onto the tape. Certainly, the levels 
are all weird, and the beats are inconsistent, and 
none of it sounds very tight. But doesn't it seem 
pretty interesting for a person to get to approach 
technology this way?" 

In comparison, Paper Television has the crisp, 
balanced clarity of a perfect autumn day, its polish 
only enhancing the fragile optimism of a track like 
'Parentheses' ("When you're holding me/We make 
a pair of parentheses"). "There have been a few 
instances with Jona and I, where the songs have 
gotten recorded within a matter of days after the 
lyrics and melody were written, and there is a 
freshness that gets permanently infused into these 
recordings that always strikes me," agrees Khaela. 

One such occasion is 'True Affection', whose 
gentle harmonies bring the album to a wistful end. 
"Last winter I woke up one morning, and started 
thinking about the person I was trying to get over, 
and how, really, I was actually way out of their 
league. Then I thought how the concept of being 
out of someone's league could be a good premise 
for a song, and not long after that I was up out of 
my bed and singing the words to myself. A day or 
two later, I kind of shyly told Jona that I had written 
this song, and it kind of went like this. . .And then, 



'It's fascinating to imagine how 
a person's creative output moves 
through them... a kind of ghost ship 
moving through their body' 



water, maybe using a little Japanese bell? Jona 
groans and gets annoyed, but makes a sound 
exactly like a school offish anyways." 

As you may have gathered by now, The Blow 
aren't the carefully executed culmination of long- 
awaited musical ambition. Khaela was, and still 
is, an artist: in 2004 she moved to Portland from 
Olympia to take up a post as artist in residence 
at the Portland Institute for Contemporary Art. 

" Ever since I was little, I thought I wanted to be 
a writer, or an artist, which, to my little mind, meant 
a person who makes pictures and sculptures. For 
a while I also wanted to be a hairdresser, which 
we could also think of as a variation on sculpture. 
Making music, which I started doing in my twenties, 
was just a total surprise to me. " 

Consequently, The Blow's early records Bonus 
Album and Everyday Examples Of Humans Facing 
Straight Into The Blow- originally issued under 
the name of Get the Hell Out Of The Way Of 
The Volcano - saw Khaela facing music head-on. 
"I worked pretty much alone in [Calvin Johnson's] 
Dub Narcotic studio, recording a lot of the songs 
on a reel-to-reel 1 6-track, on to huge two-inch tape. 
I knew only the very, very basics about how to get 



as I was singing it, he just started putting beats 
into the computer and making up the song." 

Is everything she writes based on real life? 

"I think I wouldn't know how to write a song 
that wasn't about myself, or about a feeling that 
I was trying to process," she says. "The interesting 
thing to me about making a song is getting to 
articulate my ideas about the things that I notice. 
I recently read Another Country by James Baldwin 
and it is holding the title as my all-time favourite 
book. I remember wondering while I was reading 
it if he had experienced all the things that he was 
writing about. But, looking at it now, he must have 
in some way experienced those things, whether or 
not he literally slept with other men or lived in Paris. 
Something moved him to portray those experiences, 
and it must have had an essence of the same kind 
of feeling. 

"It's fascinating to imagine how a person's 
creative output moves through them, to envision 
the thing they made as a kind of ghost ship 
moving through their body." Or, in the case 
of Paper Television, heading boldly out from its 
creators to dock in the minds of distant listeners, 
its cargo as fresh and enticing as ever. 
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Sparks 

London Forum 

There are few 30-year-old bands who could get 
away with playing their new album in its entirety 
before delivering any of their good old nostalgic 
singalong hits. It suggests an arrogance, an 
unwillingness to accept reality, a blatant 
disregard for the audience. But what if you just 
knewyour latest album was the greatest thing 
you've ever done? And you really didn't care 
what anyone else thought? What if, indeed. 
Well, here's the answer, because Hello Young 
/.overs actua I ly/'s the greatest thing Sparks have 
ever done. As their banned-by-the-BBC single 
'Dick Around' ignites, and we proceed through 
the album's other nine exercises in neo- 
Vaudevillian melodrama, this becomes 
abundantly clear. Their best record, 30 years 
after they started. I don't need to tell you how 
weird and unlikely that is. This is Sparks, after all. 
Ron and Russell share the stage with guitarist 
Josh Klinghoffer, bassist Steve McDonald (of Redd 
Kross), drummer Steve Nistor and a large screen 
upon which the Mael Brothers' deepest desires 
and fears are transformed into vivid, Lichtenstein- 
ian cartoons, some of which feature singing cats. 



So unremittingly 
intense, so 
ecstatic in its 
theatricality 

Occasionally elder brother Ron (who looks less 
like Hitler these days and more like an evil Arthur 
Miller) leaves his station behind the keyboard 
to interact with the images, punching out a 
doppelganger for 'The Very Next Fight I Have 
Over You' and destroying animated amps with 
his windmill powerchords for 'Rock, Rock, Rock'. 

It's all very lighthearted, but I find myself 
agog at how often this spectacle resembles that 
of Slovenian satirists Laibach. Actually, it's not 
so much the spectacle - although the Mael 
brothers and their band cut an imperious dash 
in their all-black outfits - as the music: Valkyrie 
choirs and synth-strings collide with crashing 
percussion and the odd judicious chug of 
metallic guitar, resulting in something within 
jackboot-stamping distance of Laibach's 



Macbeth or the first Young Gods album. Only 
better, because Sparks have better songs and 
one of the finest singers in pop to sing them. 

The Hello Young Lovers section of the show is 
so unremittingly intense, so musically impressive, 
so ecstatic in its theatricality, that the second set 
of old favourites almost comes as an anti-climax. 
Still, although 'Beat The Clock' is a notable 
omission, the set is studded with gems bright and 
lustrous. Of course they play This Town Ain't Big 
Enough For The Both Of Us" and 'Amateur Hour'. 
What's more important is that they perform 
'Tryouts For The Human Race' and 'When Do I 
Get To Sing My Way', the latter driving the merry 
band of lesbians to my right - and me - apoplectic. 

Unexpectedly, they wheel out Russell's sole 
writing credit - a fruity 'Tangerine' - and their 
Eighties pop miss 'Change'. The latter is the 
kind of defiant, bittersweet anthem Scissor 
Sisters have been trying to write for the last 
couple of years. It's beautiful. As is their finale, 
a piano and voice reprise of 'Dick Around' 
which underscores both the deathless brilliance 
of the song and the Maels' current status as 
monarchs of their own self-created universe. 
As if this one could ever have contained them... 
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love and lacklustre 

Words: Miss AMP 
Photography: Owen Richards 

The Hidden Cameras 

Union Chapel, London 

Golly gosh, what a gorgeous spectacle, a feast 
for the eyes. It's like broderie anglaise and cake 
frosting. Firstly, we're in the Union Chapel, which 
is, you know, a church. And Hidden Cameras 
themselves - well, to the left we've got the string 
section, two beaming fiddle players wobbling like 
Weebles as they manipulate their bows. There's 
an elegant cellist, and a bassist lean as the love-pup 
offspring of Owen Pallett and Patrick Wolf; a gruff, 
adorable drummer, and two keyboardists, a boy 
and a girl, sweet like cherubs in some 1 8th Century 



arcadia. And Joel Gibb, his fringe sculpted into a 
black right angle above a face that's all cheekbones 
and stern chin in the best possible way. 

But. "What were they like when you saw them 
last time? " someone asked me, as we queued to 
get in, and I smiled, happy at the memory. "There 
was a girl wearing a gorilla mask with gaffer tape 
on her nipples, dancing away. A masked boy in a 
loincloth climbed up on the speakers and flung 
grapes into the open mouths of the audience. It 
was wonderful". Sadly, tonight's performance 
was nothing like this. Tonight's performance was 
enervating. Alright, fuck the big words. Tonight's 
performance was dull as shit. 

I'm sorry and everything, it's not like Plan B to 
be negative, but what are you going to do? It's like 
Gibb sat backstage and delved his finger deep into 



his chin dimple and said, "Tonight, Matthew, I'm 
going to create the dullest gig possible. I will hold 
the gig in a church, which means no smoking and 
no drinking. I will stop my cute keyboard player 
Maggie telling a dirty joke on the grounds that 
'We're in a church ! ', even though, as a famed 
homo, I am constantly being told how much God 
hates me and my kind. I can make sure we play only 
unfamiliar material off our rather disappointing 
new album, Awoo. And then at the end, right, 
I'll bung in a couple of ace tracks from our back 
catalogue, like 'Ban Marriage' - but instead of 
leaving them on whatever energy burst that 
inspires in them, I'll close the set with a totally slow, 
boring song, just to bring them back down again. 
Muahahaha! I'm gonna ruin their night." 

So that's what he did. Perverse, in a bad way. 



Ariel Pink/Pip Proud 



East Brunswick Hotel, Melbourne 

Could Pip slip? Don't know, but our nerves 
sure shake. The last time Pip played was pre- 
Woodstock, for goodness sake. Since then, 
the far-out Oz folksinger's been speaking to 
angels and literally blinded by love - a 37- 
year hiatus. Our faith is restored the moment 
he starts singing about "duelling dildos " 

- with suction sounds added for shits 
and giggles. 

Fronting an unfathomable rhythm - sitar 
moans, eerie keyboard drones and the like 

- Pip and the guitar girl duet: "Will you tell 
me about Los Angeleeeze? Where they 
strip-teeeze all day and all night, will you 
tell me ? " " You don 't want to know! " she 
strikes back, as drummer David Nichols 
hypnotises us into believing he's Mo Tucker. 
Unreservedly, a giant success. 

Ariel Pink's a mystery boy wrapped 
in a labyrinth of sugar-shit chic. Can he 
bake an accomplished sponge cake blended 
with Pop goodies as well as he does in bed 
when the 8-track's running? We're about 
to see. 



He arrives dressed in a flashy top he 
presumably pinched from a flamboyant 
ice-skater (now deceased). He gains bonus 
points for introducing himself as Davey 
Jones, then loses points for this smarmy 
comment: "Ever heard of California?" His 
smallness grows thanks to a curly falsetto 
and he evokes Jonathan Richman sublimely. 
He cuddles the microphone and flounces. 

The band starts cold and generates heat 
slowly like a Seventies heating unit. By the 
time we get to 'Jules Lost His Jewels' I am 
so completely enraptured with movement 
I look down to notice the bottle of beer 
I am holding has begun to ejaculate 
a considerable geyser of foam. 
Shane Moritz 



Celebricide/La Mo mo 



The Pressure Point, Brighton 

Pop is voracious. Blink and you may well 
find yourself becoming confused. 

Brighton's Celebricide contain, at 
several points, four people who were 
on stage only a few minutes previous, 
particularly a drummer and a guitarist, 



also a passing maniac, bearded Australian 
auteur on wild, Warren Ellis-esque violin. 
It's easy to differentiate between the two 
bands, though. 

Sadie, the vivacious frontperson of La 
Momo, bangs a massive bass drum and 
bounces up and down, two feet at once, 
like a particularly hyperactive two-year-old 
with uncontrollable dark hair-the music 
is a tangled amalgam of Sixties psych rock, 
Mary Chain rhythmic abandon (ie: simple 
and direct), strangled voice-as-trumpet 
harmonies and lashings of enthusiasm, with 
a squelchy keyboard thrown in. Melodies 
are equally simple, direct and damnably 
infectious - particular favourite 'Accident 
And Emergency' even references its two 
main chords (A and E) in its title ! 

As sumptuous as a good post-dinner 
time belch, as fizzy as three gallons of 
frothing blackberry juice -the fact the 
set lasts just over 20 minutes (five songs) 
is something we wish all bands (good and 
bad) would take more note of. Minus points 
for lack of new material, though. You have 
fans out here, people: shape up! 



Celebricide are deeply unsettling: a 
sharply dressed frontman in natty suit and 
shades who sings very deep and low and 
hugs the mic like it's a boozed-up buddy 
at closing time - part Jarvis Cocker when 
he was still in love with Nick Cave, part 
cautionary fable-spinner, he admonishes us 
for our sins while fixing us with a right stare. 
"In the future, everybody will be anonymous 
for 1 5 minutes," he barks, before preceding 
to regale us with his disgusted tales of child 
abuse, blasphemy and Malice, the cat killer. 
Imagine a vocal style half Chris Morris, half 
Peter Murphy, entirely worrying. 

His cumbersome band is the most 
jarring, ill-fitting bunch since the first time 
we caught Electric Six at the same venue 
- damn, it is just us, or do they look like they 
all belong to different bands? (But they do!) 
They're part Blockheads Eighties funk and 
part pub rock band of your nightmares, with 
the tiniest smidgen of The Birthday Party 
thrown in. Their disarray doesn't stop the 
hometown crowd from grooving on down 
in a most alarming fashion, however. 
Everett True 
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off the rails 

Words: Euan Andrews 
Photography: Brian Sweeney 

Instal 06 

The Arches, Glasgow 

As the Friday night streets throng with happy-hour booze 
carnage, below Central Station stir strange and beautiful 
sounds. A demonic Paw Broon grunts and caterwauls, 
flanked by an agreeable couple groaning and yelping into 
manipulated microphones. This is Ludo Mich backed by 
Blood Stereo and it is only the beginning of this year's 
three days of Brave New Music. Later in the evening, 
Nmperign and Jason Lescalleet produce a free jazz 
improv alien transmission which starts as insect chatter 
and builds to a lonely trumpet rag enclosed by deafening 
vibrational acoustics while Osaka's Oshiri Penpenz (or 
Skelped Arse) give us Beefheartian guitar and drum duels 
fronted by a scarred, milky-skinned Iggy version of the 
creepy Ring girl. But for sheer beauty, the highlight of 
day one is Ellen Fullman (left) and her Long Stringed 
Instrument, accompanied by Sean Meehan on cymbal 
resonances. As Fullman precisely paces the instrument's 
40-metre length, the smooth friction of finger on string 
creates sounds of microdelicate finesse, strangely 
encouraged by the rumble of passing trains overhead. 

Across the remainder of the weekend, we are witness to 
the ghostly celestial orbits of Sachiko and the bestial vocal 
communications of Arrington De Dionyso. Lee Patterson 
plays with a table top of seemingly random sound objects 
while Steve Baczkowski and Ravi Padmanabha give full-on 
throat-gargling free jazz skronkathon. We also get two 
different forms of white-hot metal. Lethe, the solo project 
of Kiyoharu Kuwayama, explores the acoustic possibilities 
of four steel tables intensively heated by candle and rubbed 
with dry ice. Jazkamer, on the other hand, produce a sheer 
and unwavering mass of pummelling hot black feel-the- 
girth-of-my-cock metal. 

Next to that, The Bohman Brothers provide light relief. 
Court jesters let loose on a barrage of Goon Show sound 
effects, they keep the crowd smiling with cut-up stories, 
popping balloons and cracking jokes about haggis. But 
nothing compares to the first joint public performance by 
trancemaster Tony Conrad and Fushitsusha Godhead 
Keiji Haino. With Conrad on violin and Haino multi-tasking 
between recorder, voice, guitar and primeval electronics, 
within the space of an hour they map an astonishingly 
powerful journey. Flinging his tiny body across the stage, 
both light and darkness pour out of Haino in exorcism as he 
fights to an ancient source of which we can only wonder. 

An awesome experience, leaving behind a lingering 
resonance in The Arches' shadowed brick walls. 



Imitation Electric Piano/ 
Burning Idiot Noise 



Audio, Brighton 

The Monks shaved their heads as a token to 
the healing, destructing powerforce that is 
rock'n'roll. Looking at Burning Idiot Noise 
you can tell that they imbue their fire fights 
with the deities with similar ascetics. With a 
clutch of trebly, hissing Rickenbacker chords, 
they'll keep the daylight at bay. 'Who's Got 
The Speed?', the sheet metal-migraine set 
closer that sounds like tin foil lighting up on 
high speed dubbing says it all. Q: Who's got 
the speed? A: "I've got the speed. . . " I have 
submitted myself to the sonic reducer, I am 
what I make and I am faster. 

Imitation Electric Piano unveil their new 
album with a drastically revised line-up. The 
piercing, out-of-time wail of folk singer Mary 
Hampton has been replaced by a young lady 
in a gleaming blue ballgown. She adds an 
almost angry tone to the traditional ballad 
'Leave Her Johnny', although the invective 
is frequently washed away by the band's 
swirling, interlocking metronome-groove. 
David McNamee 



Love Is All 



ABC2, Glasgow 

Helmed by a kitsch-cute bantam firebrand 
whose look evokes Brian Jones and 
Marianne Faithfull; whose voice conjures 
Poly Styrene, Kathleen Hanna, Toni Basil; 
and whose aural address is expressed via 
synthesisers, vocal chords, maracas and 
a cowbell - Love is All are sax-obsessed, fun- 
time, bass-debasing party-punks. Traffickers 
of somewhat more spiky cantatas than 
fellow Swede-pop counterparts Jens Lekman 
and Jose Gonzalez, LIA's rampant five-man 
amalgam of angularska and lo-fi jeremiads 
and day-glo pandemonium and concordant 
fuzz is lusty: all amp-straddling gyre and 
saucy call-and-response. 

"Och! Ye shitey Scotch!" hollers bean- 
scalped sticksman Markus Gorsch, in 
comedy, broken Scando-Gaelic, as melodic 
exclamation flourishes, and diminutive 
croon-dudette Josephine beams, and we 
raise our smiles and spirits with glee. "Oh 
Scotland, you are so much fun ! " cheers 
the chichi singer; but we're only a mirror. 
Nicola Meighan 



Man Man 



TTThe Bear's Place, Cambridge 

Remember how much damn fun The 
Unicorns once were? Well, it's with tears of 
pleasure streaming down my face that I hand 
the fun crown over to Philadelphia's Man 
Man. Most critics like to think of Man Man as 
some sprawling Tom Waits meets Captain 
Beefheart art-punk collective. After watching 
them perform, I can firmly attest that this is 
wildly incorrect. Instead, imagine your school 
jazz band hopped up on Pringles, wearing 
war paint and sweatbands and tighty-white 
underwear, and doing their best impression 
of King Louie from The Jungle Book. Too 
many trumpets, saxophones, drumkits 
and moustaches went into the making of 
tonight's show, too many boys stuck on one 
tiny stage, singing their hearts out not to 
make this the best show I've been to all year. 

And if you think Man Man sound like 
a hipster in-joke, you should check out the 
shoo-wop vocals on 'Ice Dogs' or the skid 
row sing-along of 'Van Helsing Boombox'. 
These are hipsters with hearts of gold. 
Natalie Moore 



The Pipettes 



Islington Academy, London 

Anyone who doesn't do a little scream 
when the opening chords of 'Pull Shapes' or 
'School Uniform' start happening must have 
a heart as black and dry and dusty-bitter as 
an Oxo cube. Yes, yes, yes -the glorious 
whirl of handclaps and oh, the pure joycore 
poptimism of watching the girls do their 
thing, ooh, the naughty kick of the lyrics, 
all mean girls and S&M and bisexuality and 
sass, yes, this is what pop is all about. And 
yet. Once we're past the initial sugar rush 
of this gig, something insidious begins to 
emerge. Subversive lyrics or no, every finger- 
click, every nod of their prettily coiffed heads 
seems to convey one simple message: men 
functional, women decorative. By the end of 
the gig The Pipettes and their all-guy backing 
band The Cassettes have reiterated John 
Berger's Ways Of Seeing (Penguin, 1972) 
maxim "men act, women appear" in so 
many different ways that all the poptimism 
is tasting just like additives and sweeteners: 
seductive, pernicious. . .poisonous. 
Miss AMP 
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Come and see Plan B's editor-in-chief in action, talking about 
his new book Nirvana: The True Story and magazine publishing, 
maybe signing the odd napkin or two, in the company of select 
guests, at the following establishments. All events are free and 
will feature panel discussions plus Q/A sessions; plus improvised live 
performance (Scotland only). Please check www.planbmag.com for 
more details, and further dates. 

Monday 20 November, 6pm 

Borders Bookstore 
Bristol 



Wednesday 22 November, 6pm 

Borders Bookstore 
London Charing Cross Road 

Thursday 23 November, 6pm 

Borders Bookstore 
Brighton Churchill Square 



Friday 24 November 

Birminghamtbc 
Manchester tbc 



Saturday 25 November, 5pm 

Edinburgh Forest Cafe 

3BristoPlace 

Edinburgh 

EH1 1EY 

www.theforest.org.uk 

Sunday 26 November, 11 am 

Glasgow Hitherto/Tinderbox 
Unit4 Mclntyre Hogg Building 
14/1 Ingram St 
Glasgow G1 1EJ 
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TICKET HOTLINE 

(Booking fees apply) 

ONLINE BOOKINGS www.r 1W 

For full gig listings visit the website / 
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pulp friction 

Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

Photography: Jonathan Hall 

XBXRX 

The Luminaire, London 

Tonight is the first ever gig of XBXRX. Try to read 
out their name like it's a word and you come close 
to what they sound like, a mouthful of gravel, but 
you're still nowhere near figuring out what it's like 
to see them onstage. They may no longer be 1 4, 
but they still rock like school's out forever. Those 
two strange piles covered in canvas in the corner? 
They're sackfuls of balloons, ready to fly on Vice 
Cooler's cue, swamping the stage with colours to 
mach the chaotic sounds coming out of the 
minimal no wave guitar, bass and drums combo. 



Hailing from the John Dwyer school of gravity- 
defying verticality, the band attacks the venue, 
their energy threatening to bring down those 
columns stuck in the middle that usually leave 
you staring at the TV screen beyond the moshpit. 
XBXRX take the political seriousness of hardcore 
and mash it up with marshmallow fluff and broken 
teeth, finding fun where it really ought not be. This 
juxtaposition of fanatic commitment to off-key 
noise and trashing-out-the-prom mentality is a 
source of great amusement for all. It's like doing 
all the rides in a theme park devoted to something 
utterly serious like the spread of drug-resistant 
TB in Africa, or maybe more like letting The Brady 
Bunch oversee nuclear disarmament in Russia. 
The analogiesjust won't stop coming. The band 
is constantly moving on stage, walking, jumping, 



jerking guitars, dangling microphones, occasionally 
hitting each other and passing members of the 
audience. But this excited movement on stage 
never gives the impression that XBXRX are not 
in full control, it's as if they have practised, and 
perfected, spontaneous punked-up chaos. The 
room goes dark, Cooler tells us to sit down - and 
at the count of four we jump up, the lights go back 
on and everything explodes, balloons, amps and 
neon uniform-clad band members flying every 
which way and pasting demented grins on 
everyone's faces. The band's last album dealt with 
the sixth extinction, a theory of apocalypse brought 
on by man. Somehow this maniac noise makes 
you want to believe that there is also the possibility 
that we will implode to give birth to something 
better, that the even the end might be a blast. 
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A new trip from the band that brought you DIM SIDE 01= THE MOON 
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feat, original members PAUL KANXNER 

and DAVID ERIEDBERC 

" WED 22nd NOVEMBER 

The Band performs 'BLOWS AGAINST 
THE EMPIRE' in it's entirety 
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The Band performs 'SURREALISTIC 
PILLOW in it's entirety 



CAMDEN LOCK NW1. NEAR CAMDEN TUBE. INFOLINE: 020 7428 0010 OR DINGWALLS.COM 
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Joanna Newsom 

Ys (Drag City) 

I always distrusted Fantasy with a big F. I only like 
it now because I've grown up enough to admit 
I need it. As a child, I believed absolutely in Greek 
and Norse myths, the Bible and King Arthur, but 
felt more at home in my own made-up worlds than 
wading through A Wizard OfEarthsea. I was kind 
of a megalomaniac and a myth- snob, I admit it, but 
sometimes that distrust flares up again, unbidden. 

And the aura of Fantasy that hangs around 
Joanna Newsom perturbs me, augmented by the 
Kit Williams-style painting on the sleeve of Ys, which 
shows her with a moth and a sickle, flanked by crow 
and convolvulus, hair braided Botticelli-like with 
a wreath of corn and poppies on top. As it was too 
easy to cast Newsom as faux-naive freak-folk waif 
with her deceptively simple debut The Milk-Eyed 
Mender, I'm worried that it is too easy now to cast 
her as a fairy prog-princess - or, at the very least, 
a whimsical eccentric; a stereotype that's often used 
to belittle women who explore the terrain of their 
imaginations 'too' fully. To do this would be to lose 
sight of the absolute craft and humanity at the heart 
of the album: while Joanna Newsom may be a genius, 
she is not an unwitting or ethereal one, any more 
so than Steve Albini, who recorded the harp on Ys, 
or producer Jim O'Rourke, or Van Dyke Parks, who 
wrote the orchestral arrangements. Furthermore, 
for all its pile-ups of metaphor, Ys is rooted in a 
complex but utterly consistent reality of its own. 

It's a non-starter, though, isn't it, talking about 
reality? After a 1 1, 1 believe what Arthur Machen 
and Philip KDickwriteisreal: more real than 
anything, say, Zadie Smith or Martin Amis will ever 
tell me. I believe that the whooomph of Van Dyke 
Parks' strings lifting the harp along as it plaits strands 
of contrapuntal beauty around Joanna Newsom's 
voice -which has grown a little mellower and sweeter 
- 1 believe that that is realerthan an electric guitar 
and a dirty-nailed riff. I believe in the scene that 
unfolds as 'Emily' takes shape: lyrically, a sort of star- 
gazing, hyperreal story of fierce family bonds and 
the inexorable seasons (as if Laura Ingalls Wilder 
were exploring her own psyche and the very cosmos, 
instead of the prairies of Dakota), mirrored musically 
in a lilting, very American classical pastoralism. 
But whatever you believe about reality, believe this: 
Ys, even at its oddest, illuminates the mysterious, 
secret scenes already held in your imagination -with 
moonlight, gaslight, dawn and lantern -and invites 
you to linger there, upturning every stone. 

As Newsom progresses as a composer and 
musician, her guiding of the listener into this state 
has become so finessed already that it's almost 
imperceptible. Her harp playing still retains its 
perpetually mobile swing, but it has become 
melodically seamless. You always felt before that 

there was an element of luck in whether one her 
songs worked out; whether the voice and harp 
could keep up with one another. Now, 
there's no question of that: 



check 'Sawdust And Diamonds', which strips away 
the orchestra to showcase the harp's dynamic range 
and Newsom's voice working together with organic 
elegance. The song's suggestion of love reduced 
to pulleys and props is almost unbearably sad, 
made sadder by a wry humour: "The little white 
dove, made with love, made with love: made with 
glue and a glove and some pliers... " 

The orchestra, which pitches delicately in and 
out of all the other songs, could have been either 
a 'civilising' or a needlessly muddling presence, 
but even the most fantastical -both lyrically, and 
in the slightly Disney-ish lilt of the music -track, 
'Monkey And Bear', climaxes in a series of repetitive 
lines, to remind you of the central ity of storytelling 
to the song (and the album as a whole). In this sense, 
Newsom's work remains folk, or at least folk-inspired 
music: musictobeheld in the collective memory. 

At almost 20 minutes long, 'Only Skin' seems to 
present the anatomy of a relationship in a series of 
tableaux that range from dreamliketo naturalistic. 

It is too easy to cast 
her as a fairy prog- 
princess 

The music is appropriately contrasting, from folksy, 
big-hearted waltzes to Impressionistic shivers, and 
again those haunting passages of repetition. But 
sweep away the flurries of flowers and feathers for 
a second and god, it's honest: I ife/'s that story-like. 
Love does creates those cadences in our hearts. It's 
just that most of us can't present such evidence of it. 

Then to 'Cosmia', the most exquisite of the 
five-song set. The strings are suddenly, joyously 
inventive, adding a spry, wild melody line as 
if Parks has released a jar of fireflies into the 
orchestra pit. The song step-dances to its chorus 
with a shimmer of cymbal; fades back with 
a sympathetic accordion; ends on a howled 
lament: "And I miss your precious heart" . It 
doesn't matter what it's 'about', who the moth- 
girl-spirit Cosmia is: the song's evocation of grief 
is so universal, so generous, that the listener will 
have their own story built around it already, 
their own tale of loss. 

Likewise, it is important to know that 
Ys is a legendary sunken city off the coast 
of Brittany, and that the story of the city's 
flooding, brought about by the actions of 
a disobedient princess, served as inspiration 
for the album. But part of me wants to put 
this to one side for a moment. Strangely, 
the story seems unnecessary somehow, 
when given music like this - music which, 
with its wood and strings and heart 
and soul and magic, is as resonant, 
compelling and truthful as any 
legend could ever be. 
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heroes: welcome 

words: Joe Stannard 

Illustration: Till Thomas 




Subtle 

For Hero: For Fool (Lex/EMI) 

Is it a viable position to take? Bearing in mind 
the formidable intelligences behind Oakland, 
California's Subtle -Adam 'Doseone' Drucker, 
Jeffrey Mel' Logan, Dax Pierson, Alexander Kort, 
Jordan Dalrymple and Marty Kalani Dowers - and 
all the care taken to ensure that this seems special 
and different in comparison to everything else 
in The Marketplace, can I just sit all sloppy and 
safe in a pool of my own blissful ignorance and 
state, "It's pop. I like it"? Hmm. 

Should I be translating this shit for you? 
Unravelling these complex and allusive rhymes 
so that they sit easily with your perception of 
what it is you believe and compel you to purchase 
something that doesn't seem such a threat to your 
sovereign self after all? 

Perhaps I could dispel some fears, eradicate 
some erroneous notions of what this band are 
like, offer a newer and sexier take on the whole 
bitterlemoncrush phenomenon that is Anticon, 
now stronger than ever and releasing records 
that are sharply focused rather than charmingly 
disparate and dissolute. I could state, for example, 
that these guys have "never been hip hop 



A most interesting drug, a prism through which 
the world can be seen as it really is 



anyway". Alternatively, I could state that these 
guys "never left hip hop behind" (both statements 
are true). I could remark on the ingenuity of these 
densely compacted blocks of psychedelic-synthetic 
sweetness, the synaesthetic aftertaste of which 
is rather nougat-y. I could mention that the timbre 
of Doseone's voice makes me want to dress 
as a worm and wriggle around in mud. I could 
even offer some kind of reservation for the fact 
that Subtle's label is now owned by one of the 
biggest music corporations in the world, suggest 
that this compromises their independent-as-f uck 
reputation and throws them into an interesting 
dichotomy. Would you like that? Well? 

If I sound a bit defensive it's only because 
I fear this music might evaporate if it were 
described with any accuracy, or that it might 
not sound quite so special and different. Is that 
foolish of me? Probably. I could make some lazy 
comparisons designed to cover up the fact that 
it sounds like Subtle, pretty much, and nothing 
else. But at some point you'll get around to 



burning, borrowing or buying it, and you'll be 
cursing my name. " It doesn't sound anything like 
Prince in flagrante with PereUbu," you'll complain, 
and then give up reading the magazine in disgust. 
Those remaining could huddle together and have 
a snide dig at the middle classes. Doseone is middle 
class, something he himself acknowledges on 
'Middle Class Kill'. We could give him some shit 
for that. He's white too, and refuses to 'black up'. 
Honestly. The nerve of that man ! 

Then again, perhaps you just want my honest, 
subjective opinion. So here it is. For Hero: For Fool 
is a beautiful thing. It heralds Dax Pierson's re- 
emergence after his road accident last year and his 
heroic determination to continue as a part of Subtle 
despite being paralysed from the neck down. It is 
formed out of tiny crystals densely packed together 
then blasted full of holes. It plays havoc with your 
perspective. It's a most interesting drug, a killing 
joke, a prism through which the world can be seen 
as it really is. I write this under its influence. I'm 
happy. And I'm scared. Take a look for yourself. 



Afterhours 



Ballads For Little Hyenas 
(One Little Indian) 

Considering I first heard these guys years ago 
doing a surprisingly deft acoustic guitar and 
piano version of Joy Division's 'Shadowplay' 
-we're talking over 1 5 years now- 1 was 
a little surprised last year to find out they 
were still around and pretty famous on their 
own terms in their native Italy. REM rate 'em, 
Greg Dulli and Hugo Race appear throughout 
this album, and there's plenty of dark and 
smoky and moody and raspy and wracked 
and dramatic sentiments. Not quite goth, 
but definitely tortured souls, and. if nothing 
else, opening song 'The Thin White Line' sets 
the theatrical mood pretty well. Gotta admit, 



when the high-speed drum roll rampage 
starts off 'The Ending Is The Greater' I jumped 
in my seat a little. 
Ned Raggett 



American Heritage 



Millenarian (Translation Loss) 

If Mastodon's return left you bust up 
and broken, imagine the Blood Mountain 
scalers with added furiously raging 
hangovers. That's bruising Chicago trio 
American Heritage, doing the hard work 
of metaphorical migraines with this laser- 
honed set of anvil, hammer and stirrup- 
fucking menace. Supremely technical without 
indulging, 'It's Like Fucking A Napkin Full 
Of Toenails' and 'Brootal: Axxes Of Evil' 



leave scant room for misinterpretation. 
It gets better: "Axis of evil my ass," reads 
the inner artwork. George Dubya, if he's 
listening, will probably be too preoccupied 
at finding the ultimate precision torture 
device for whichever pesky foreigners he's 
terrorising this month. Millenarian: coming to 
a morally dubious internment camp near you. 
Adam Anonymous 



Awesome Color 



Awesome Color (Ecstatic Peace) 

OK, I know you all have a copy of The 
Stooges' Fun House in your record collection 
and I know you'll unleash a tired sigh at the 
umpteenth band plundering their legacy. 
Awesome Color, though, are out to push the 



Stooges' filth even further down the greasy 
drain, and by the time closer 'Animal' comes 
along, boasting its MC5-like experimental 
core like a fresh tattoo on the forehead, 
they're well on the way to succeeding. 
The heel-scorching guitar grooves during 
'Grown', the steamboat trash'n'roll of 'Ridin' 
combined with the constant yearn in Derek 
Stanton's howling vocal style - this could 
be your daily rockism fix, and that's before 
the raucous saxophone interludes during 
'Hat Energy'. 

These kids aren't in it for the legacy, 
they're here to kick out your teeth, replace 
them with mud and empty a six-pack of 
Coors on your crushed skull. Cheers. 
Joris Heemskerk 
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ALBUM OF THE MONTH 

THE HOLLOWAYS 
So This Is Great Britain? 

Out now on TVT 
London based quartet The Holloways 

have caused something of a 

commotion with their mix of punk, 

folk & calypso & their 

incendiary live performances. 



AKIRA THE DON 
Obnosis 

Out 06.1 1.06 on Something 
In Construction 
Unique underground UK hip hop 
pop maverick blasts in with debut 
album, choosing world politics & 
human frailty over macho cliche, 
all set to ass shaking beats. 



BEIRUT 
Gulag Orkestar 

Out 06.1 1.06 on 4AD 
'Gulag Orkestar' swirls and sways 
with horns, violins, cellos, ukuleles, 
glockenspiels, drums & accordions. 
A wonderfully brash, drunken sound 
which whirls around Zach Condon's 
bewitchingly plaintive vocals. 



THE BLOOD ARM 
Lie Lover Lie 

Out now on City Rockers 
The debut album from LA natives 
The Blood Arm features the single 

'Suspicious Character'. 
"The best debut album of the year" 

ARTROCKER 
"Epic" 8/10 NME 5/5 THE GUARDIAN 



CLINIC 
Visitations 

Out now on Domino 
Clinic unleash their latest album, 
'Visitations'. A unique & distinctive 
band who gather the wild, arcane 

& oddball then combine them 

to create something always fresh, 

but strangely similar. 






KRIS DREVER 
Black Water 

Out now on Reveal 

The album many folk fans are 

calling 'Album Of The Year'. 

Produced by John McCusker & 

featuring a supreme list of guests, 

exquisite musicianship & historical 

tales of real life. Not to be missed. 



HUSKY RESCUE 
Diamonds In The Sky 

Out now on Catskills 

'Diamonds In The Sky', the new 

single from Husky Rescue, features 

remixes from Emperor Machine, 

Tunng & Deaf Stereo. Taken from 

the album 'Ghost Is Not Real' 

due February 2007. 



JOHANN JOHANNSSON 

IBM1401 

A User's Manual 

Out now on 4AD 

Johann Johannsson is an Icelandic 

composer & musician whose elegiac 

music, based around melodies 

extracted from the IBM 1401, is 

spellbinding in its beauty. 



JOSEF K 
Entomology 

Out 20.1 1.06 on Domino 

A definitive compilation 

of material from the great 

Scottish pop group, featuring 

tracks from the aborted album 

'Sorry For Laughing'. 



PAVEMENT 

Wowee Zowee: Sordid 

Sentinels Edition 

Out 06.1 1.06 on Domino 

A double disc bonanza. 

Featuring the original album, 

b-sides, sessions, 

bits & bobs & a multitude of 

unreleased songs. 




THE RADIO DEPT. 
Pet Grief 

Out now on Track n' Field 
Sweden's top indie pop 

trio release their electronic 
masterpiece that recalls New 

Order & The Pet Shop Boys 
with added melancholy. 



THE RANK DELUXE 
The Rank Deluxe 

Out now on Fat Cat 

A compilation of the three 

limited 7"s released through 

Fatcat in the summer, 

this CD serves as a startling 

introduction to a band currently 

hitting their stride! 




THE RUBY SUNS 
The Ruby Suns 

Out 04.12.06 on Memphis Industries 
Introducing the summery California 
tinged 'pop'-adelic sounds of New 
Zealand's The Ruby Suns, drawing 
equal inspiration from indie DIY 
heroes Yo La Tengo, & the grandiose 
eccentricities of Van Dyke Parks. 



THE THIRD EYE 

FOUNDATION 
Collected Works 

Out 06.1 1.06 on Domino 
The three landmark albums from 
Matt Elliott's Third Eye Foundation 
are presented together for the 
first time including the singles 
& previously unreleased mixes. 



J. TILLMAN 
Minor Works 

Out 06.1 1.06 on Fargo 

Fans of Damien Jurado, Richard 

Buckner & Jesse Sykes, rejoice! 

Seattle has just delivered 

a new songwriter of stark, 

melancholic beauty. 
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Kate Jackson's voice would have been enough 
to keep Lauren Laverne out of TV 




magic realism 

Words: Abi Bliss 
Photography: Cat Stevens 

The Long Blondes 

Someone To Drive You Home (Rough Trade) 

So there's (yawn) the style thing. I'm writing this 
sat at my kitchen table and currently the only piece 
of fashionable neckwear on view is my cat's sparkly 
flea collar. Let's leave fashion fawning for the gigs 
and the newspaper review sections, shall we? 

Pencil skirts and high heels aside, Someone To 
Drive You Home still totters under the weight of 
expectation. The band are well prepared: as they put 
it themselves in 'Only Lovers Left Alive': "Looks are 
the first weapon/Charm is the second". But get one 
thing straight -The Long Blondes are not, as touted, 
the new Pulp. Maybe they're Franz Ferdinand with 
a heart: the trebly, chiming guitar slices, the stalking, 
predatory bass, the cymbals' approximation of a 
disco glitterball all recall a fresher, Thursday night 
version of Glasgow's louchest. 

Or maybe they're the new (for which read 'older') 
Kenickie. Kate Jackson's voice -creamy, laughing, 
the merest chin-quiver of choked-back emotion - 
would have been enough to keep Lauren Laverne 
out of TV. It's easy to picture Kenickie's gleeful 
teenage scorn and brittle front mellowing into 
that mid-twenties feeling of adventure passing 
you by. Indeed, 'Once And Never Again', which 
bounces along like Debbie Harry guesting on The 
Housemartins' 'Happy Hour', starts off offering 
counsel to those younger selves - "/ know how it 
feels to be your age" -before revealing its true 
motives: "Oh I'd love to feel a girl your age". And 



'Weekend Without Make-Up' pictures perfectly the 
cosy anticlimax of settling down and feeling, "Like 
some kind of Fifties housewife ". 

But not Pulp. Pulp oozed disappointment and dirt 
and the extra experience that comes with a few lines 
around the eyes and formed 'Sheffield Sex City' and 
'Razzmatazz'. Theirs was the guilty wish for approval 
despite their better judgement, and the emergence 
once those worst fears had been fulfilled with 
something as knowingly bleak as This Is Hardcore 
or as humane as We Love Life. Whereas, despite the 
droll, Jarvis-esque spoken-word exchange between 
Kate and guitarist Dorian Cox on 'You Could Have 
Both' - "It's like I painted myself into a social corner/ 
Well, that's what happens when you listen to Saint 
Scott Walker/On headphones, on the bus" -The 
Long Blondes are the right side of 30, with their lives 
ahead of them and a short enough gap on their CV 
to go back to the real world if it doesn't work out. 

If 'Disco 2000' played a part in Pulp's undoing, 
conversely Someone To Drive You Home shines 
most when heading straight for the dancefloor. 
While the lyrics frequently nurse pints of self-pity 
in the shadows, most of the songs here rattle along 
with the impatience of a band well aware that 
groups these days don't usually get the luxury of 
Pulp's 1 2 years to make an impression. Kate may 
well be singing, "I've already spent years at the back 
of the line/So another six months won't make 
a difference to me", but every second of the album 
vibrates with an energy suggesting the opposite. 
And ironically, it's that quality, not their clothes 
or some spurious Sheffield lineage, which should 
save The Long Blondes from being cast onto next 
season's sale racks. 



Back To Earth (Transgressive) 

If I ever encounter Battle, I'll be sure to ask 
them about their favourite Cure and Smiths 
albums. I won't patronise them though, 
oh no. 

Instead, I'll compliment the classy, 
synth-backed homage of 'Tendency', 
the gloomy wit when pondering, "How 
can you ever chase happiness when you 
don't have the heart to be hurt" '(in 'I Never 
Stopped') and the piercing danceability 
of'lsabelle'. 

Next, I'll eliminate the question in my 
notebook regarding their inability as yet 
to provide a full-length debut; I've already 
privately forgiven them. Because finally, 
I'll explain the extent to which I appreciate 
how British this seven track mini-album 
sounds without descending into half-witted, 
pub-rock nationalism. 

And I'll note that if indie disco etiquette 
still carries any weight, this lot should 
become huge. 
Tom Howard 



The Information (Polydor) 

He used to spurt space debris into 
nightclubs, ride mechanical bulls into 
metal shows, lead jackasses to country 
fairs; but now it's like Beck's holed up in 
his studio-manor, listening to his own 
records on repeat, nodding his head to 
'The New Pollution' and freestyling a mildly 
depressed rap. 

The Information isn't bad - Beck's 
got a gift for rhythm, his supple sense of 
humour. It's just more Beck-like than Beck 
proper. As if someone had composed 
a 'space age' take on last year's (already 
middling) Guero: Nigel Godrich bloops 
mixed with Hansen's familiar clops, claps 
and trashcan stings. I like the paranoia, 
the endless cellphone sounds. I love 
the over-reaching hooks of 'Strange 
Apparition', the strings-and-bassline 
of 'Think I'm In Love'. 

But where's the boldness? Where's 
the want? The Information is this year's 
best argument for getting out of 
the house. 
Sean Michaels 



Panorama (Lowlife) 

Truly, I love Braintax. Not just because his 
name still makes me snigger, everytime 
I think about it, like the word "disgruntle" 
- Braintax gruntles in every positive sense 
of the word - nor because he is a burly- 
voiced Northerner who, if you listen carefully 
to the end of 'Run The Yards', you can 
hear going "Me, bitter? I'm a Northerner, 
I'm a Northerner. . . ". 

No, it's mostly cos he pisses fluently 
on the vacuities of trendies, gets 
environmental, samples Robert Fisk, 
daydreams, makes a tune about women 
he likes that actually makes them sound 
like people, features Mystro getting a little 
subtle, and most importantly, does so 
over one of the best produced UK hip hop 
albums ever. 

Not sure who deserves the credit for 
that, as a variety of producers are credited, 
but there's a real warmth and space, like 
curling up under a blanket with a nice glass 
of whiskey. 
Melissa Bradshaw 
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The Evens 



mi iu m m\mtm 

It 



•N fii,mmjm video 



The eagerly anticipated second album from Fan 
MacKaye and Amy Farina. Ten stripped back 
infectious songs for drums, voice and baritone 
guitar. 



The Make Up 

'In FitmfOn Video" DVD 

Thl& i& the first DVO from in* Washington DC 
institution. It contains tmt an hixir of live 
performances, previously un released videos and a 
superb sJiort film 'StuetsBeautiMl Highly recom- 
mended, particularly for fans of Nation Of 
Ulyssess, Weird War and French Toast! 






Soccer ream 

"VoJtm f oen?d Civility and Professionalism " CD 
Dubul Irom WashinglDrt DC's Soccer Taam , compi i&fca *A Melissa Quinlay 
and Ryan Nelson of Beauty PH and Host Secret Method. A superb r^oum 
oJ short modcnvlrle pop. 

The Aquarium 

The Aquarium" CD 

Tie Aquarium an* a Hew band comprised of Laura Harris jmi drums iBenJEE 

Fefrea? anrj Jmon Htitto on keyboard and vocals iMotor Cycle Wars) This 
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Whitman and Hoyston 
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brain bombs 

Words: Daniel Spicer 
Illustration: Jussi Brightmoore 

Dream/Aktion Unit 

Blood Shadow Rampage (Volcanic Tongue) 

Imagine, if you will, a noise/skronk/improv super- 
group featuring Thurston Moore, Chris Corsano, 
Paul Flaherty, Heather Leigh Murray and Matt 
Heynerfrom the No-Neck Blues Band. Imagine 
them bowling into the offices of a low-budget 
filmmaker, like a fuzzed-upX-Men tag-team, 
crowding round his desk and pitching their idea 
for a movie he just has to let them make. 

Thurston explains: "Well, there's this ghoulish 
fog guitar throwing out rusted bedsprings in a 
rotten gloom-dump, with this kind of zithering wail 



Frances Morgan talks to Heather Leigh Murray 



and a drone buzz bass all being birthed in one 
long up-rushing moan of energy. But then, like, 
the Feedback Fiend takes over, starts grating and 
grazing, levitating the local people's skulls off of 
clean, bloodless neck-stumps, sending their 
floating heads spinning, eyes flashing blue beams 
of light into the mist: night-houses in the forest 
gloom working their way up to the keen note 
of self-trepanation. So, like, it's all sliding away, 
loosening in echo-world. Oh, but, then Lord 
Feedback's back! He's got this spastic Albert 
Ayler zombie stomp - lip-spitting, limb-flailing 
into white-out ecstasy and thrash-death abandon, 
stumbling into some kind of coffin-knocking 
crowd-pleaser. Only it's all wiped by the death 
throes of a pin-stuck shriek-beast, lashing out 
with electric desperation; acid-juices pouring 



Can you tell me about the 
performance at which the 
recording was made? 

" It was part of the Le Weekend 
festival that was co-curated by 
my partner David Keenan. That 
same night Mirror/Dash played 
and Dredd Foole & The Din, 
including MVand EE, Chris 
Corsano and Ed Yazijian." 
What are your recollections 
of the event? 
"Just a magical feel -familial. 
Everyone who played really 
played their hearts out." 



What's it like now listening 
back to it now? 

"It feels great! I remember the 
Dream/Aktion set being totally 
wild and I thinkthe recording 
captures it perfectly. You can 
really hear everyone going 
for it! I remember Thurston 
flung himself in the audience 
and picked people up on his 
shoulders while the rest of us 
were deep in the throes of it on 
stage. What I really like listening 
back to are all of the really slow, 
melancholy, spacious bits, but it 



was amazingly dynamic the 
whole way through." 
This is the first release from 
Volcanic Tongue - do you 
have others lined up soon? 
"We do! Zaimph LP (Marcia 
Bassettfrom Hototogisu/Double 
Leopards), Owl Sounds CD-R, 
Mochizuki Harutaka CD-R, Tight 
Meat Duo LP (David Keenan on 
sax, Alex Neilson on drums), 
Heather Leigh solo LP, Scorces 
2-LP (Heather Leigh/Christina 
Carter), some major free jazz 
archival editions." 



Chaos and disorder 
actually represent hope 
and infinite possibility 

out, devouring the landscape with ruthless slash 
and yearn warfare. That's when you realise the 
plan - to lay waste to God's good creation with 
bilious intent and year-zero ambition - only, when 
the message comes back, it's not a dove with an 
olive branch but a stupid, blind, thrashing creature 
limping back clutching random animal parts. So, 
you start to lose your grip then, natch, and there's 
this intense spiralling down to a point of zero 
reality, a tiny, bright, white dot suddenly reveals 
itself as the whole universe represented by an 
irradiated seashore with keening hell-gulls. So it 
looks like disaster but then - this is the switcheroo 
-you realise it's all happening in an inverted reality 
where ugly chaos and disorder actually represent 
hope and brotherhood and infinite possibility." 

The filmmaker lights a cigar. "So, this is a feel- 
good Jacob's Ladder with a Sixth Sense twist? " 

"Yeah, totally, film-dude," nods Thurston, 
"and there's even two separate love interests going 
on. Flaherty and Corsano are getting it on in a 
melt-down mind-meld and I'm, like, totally fucking 
my guitar the whole time, stroking out the most 
erotic responses - like if Sun Ra wasn't asexual 
but actually made it with his Moog. It's hot, man." 

"I like it," says The Man. "Let's make it a 
cartoon." 

"Excellent!" shout our heroes in unison. 
High-fives all round. 



The Beatific Visions (Rough Trade) 

"Smash smash five megatonnes of smash! " 
yaks Eamon Hamilton, sounding like a 
splicing experiment between a seagull 
with whooping cough and an old man 
yodelling gone awry. Though I'm not 
sure how that could've gone a-right. 



Contrastingly, 'Mobile Communication' 
is a bittersweet mourning of a time when 
people, I dunno, spoke properly as opposed 
to through bits of beeping apparatus. Its 
sadly wistful harmonies skirt delicately 
around despairing lyrics so well that you 
can almost see a little lonely text message 
fluttering through the ether on silver wings. 



And, y'know, any record that's got someone 
squawking out "Chchchchchchchchch- 
Chickin!"\r\ the style, yes, of a chicken and 
managing not to sound like a bastarding 
KFC advert but actually like a barn dance 
in an exploded asylum on top of a hill 
is worth praise. 
Lauren Strain 



Colleen 



Colleen et Les Boftes a Musique 
(The Leaf Label) 

Colleen's music always had a touch of 
the spectral Other about it, so it's not 
surprising to find her worrying away at John 
Cavanagh's collection of music boxes on her 
new record, Colleen etLes Boftes a Musique. 
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It's a gamble: the humble music box is 
too often treated as shorthand for infantile 
hippie gumbo, but Colleen cracks open their 
rusted shells and toys with their innards, 
stealing their souls and rerouting their 
characters into new configurations: abstract 
gamelan orchestras; spun-glass carillons; 
bruised and battered grandfather clocks; 
steel drums on helium. And while the 
concept ultimately kind of limits the formal 
leaps that Colleen could take here, she still 
makes good on the compositional promise 
of her earlier records, each piece slipping out 
of focus at key moments just to pull the rug 
out from underneath your sense of surety. 
Jon Dale 



The Crayon Fields 



Animal Bells (Trifekta/Chapter) 

If a zookeeper into Sixties West Coast pop 
told me The Crayon Fields could cure koalas 
of chlamydia, I'd believe them. Never have 
sweet, Utopian harmonies been capable 
of such splendiferous magic. Frankly, The 
Fields' debut is the marsupial's bollocks! 
Unchained keyboard melodies suggestive 
of Vic Godard at his party-best, 1 2-string 
riffs you love to love baby and jewellery 
box chimes the sonic equal of a hothead 
wrapped in a moist towel. Rhythms prance 
and dance, while sleigh-bells dash through 
Melbourne clubs like caribou across the 
mighty tundra. 

Precious and fertile. 
Shane Moritz 



P Diddy 



Press Play (Bad Boy) 

Back in the day, when I listened mostly to 
indie rock, Puff Daddy was just some guy 
who profited handsomely from his mate's 
death. The only Bad Boy record I could 
name was that horrible one with Sting, 
and I didn't realise Puff Daddy and Mase 
were different people. 

Or did I? See, Diddy's such an amazing 
chameleon that there's a few places here 
where, if only for half a bar, you believe that 
he actually /shis ghostwriter. Like the spooky 
point in Pharoahe Monch-penned 'The 
Future', where Diddy rides the grimey 
Havoc loop of sledgehammers, cheering 
and, possibly, three bass notes, referring to 
himself in third person as, "The man that 
provided more jobs for blacks than armed 
services", and it could plausibly be Pharaohe 
dropping a guest verse. There is good music 
here. Some of it may be Diddy's. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Tanya Donelly 



This Hungry Life (Live From Bellows 
Falls) (Eleven Thirty) 

Donelly puts the latest in a series of boots up 
her own arse and records a new album live in 
a disused hotel. If that suggests romanticism, 
spine-chilling and sparks of static electricity 
-well, all those things come good. 

There are few sounds as moving as 
when Donelly slides her voice into a theremin 
falsetto. This Hungry Life is a dynamic step 
upwards from both Beautysleepand Whisky 
Tango Ghosts: as sublime as the former and 
as terse as the latter, the live performance 
leaves spaces where the passion escapes. 
There's an intensity, a desperation that is 
only ever truly created when you stick a 
bunch of people in front of the artist - even 
if, as here, those people clearly adore her. 
HayleyAvron 
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concrete jungle 

Words: Melissa Bradshaw 
Illustration: Ana Vicente 

It's stolen imaginations, caused dark 
addictions, and boomed its way 
at 1 40 BPM into our hearts. Now, 
dubstep re-angles its big, spacious 
low-end vibrations to warm up 
the winter. Born several years 
ago, out of the grey semi-urban 
Croydon sprawl, the scene has 
seen a sometimes very welcome, 
sometimes bewilderingly 
misconceiving spate of media 
attention over the summer. But 
under the global gaze, dubstep 
continues its uncompromising 
explorations of the past and future 
of UK underground dance scenes, 
from dub to jungle and beyond. 

Odd internal rumblings are 
occurring. The characteristic 
expansive snare or other drop 
on the third beat of the bar, a sound 
pioneered by DMZ's Loefah and 
dubbed 'halfstep', has been diluted 
by imitation, which has led to debate 
in some quarters about future beat 
patterns. Regardless, releases like 
Loefah's latest 12-inch, 'System' 
(on Bristol based Pinch's Tectonic 
imprint) continue to demonstrate 
the awesome potential of the form. 
Compare Benga's double pack EP 
on the refreshed Big Apple label: 
essential, if you wanna DJ, or know 
what we've been breaking out to 
at raves lately. Benga combines old, 
dark garage styles with halfstep's 
emphasis and a distinct, front-of- 
the-mix bass, to quite different 
effect. The subtle fiddlings of 
more hip hop-like 'Middleman', 






meanwhile, show glints of original 
genius. The next Big Apple double 
pack is expected to be beats from 
Coki, one half of south London's 
Digital Mystikz. Try to locate 
Coki's 'Highway' on one of the 
mixes you can download from 
www.barefiles.com. Meanwhile, 
the other half of Digital Mystikz, 
Mala, has a new imprint, Deep 
Medi. It's now on its second very irie 
release, courtesy of Hijak (Skream's 
big bro, if you don't know). 

A bigger, more difficult debate 
has been over dubstep's relationship 
with grime. The difference is 
aesthetic: as a generalisation, 



Radio One's Mary Anne Hobbs 

has been a tenacious supporter 
of both scenes, and her Warrior 
Dubz (Planet Mu) is an awesome 
and inspiring view of the UK 
underground. Can't wait for the 
album launch party at the Mass, 
which will have happened by the 
time you read this. Skream's debut, 
Skream!, is also now available on 
Tempa and is filled with dance- 
proved dubby goodness (but for 
the full collection you also need 
Skreamism 2 and the 'Tapped/ 
Dutch Flowers' 12-inch). 

Like a lot of the EPs, Skream's 
album is a summary of the dances 



Grime tends towards hype; 
dubstep towards meditation or 
transcendence 



grime tends towards hype and 
dubstep towards meditation or 
transcendence. There's plenty of 
blurring. Tubby's plates, some of 
which are now 1 2-inches on the 
Braindead label, have proved dirty 
additions to dubstep sets. The 
Plastician's debut LP Beg To Differ 
(on his Terrorhythm imprint) is a fine 
work of integration: fat, wealthy 
bass pads out characteristic grimey 
grooves (also really feeling the more 
techno-y 'Badboy'). Beg To Differ 
includes Plastic classics 'Hocus 
Pocus' and 'Japan'. Wonder's long 
awaited LP on Planet Mu, Welcome 
To Wonderland includes work 
from over the past four years and 
an impressive list of vocal guests 
over characteristically sparse beats. 



and shows. As yet dubstep hasn't 
really had much grappling with the 
album form. Final mention therefore 
has to go to Kode 9, who with his 
MC The Spaceape, has produced 
an album - Memories of The Future 
(Hyperdub)- that is something rare 
and mind-tingling. Based on his 
theories of sound and fear in post 
9/1 1 culture, and the possibilities 
of resistance and/or freedom, 
Kode explores various forms of 
low-end and zones of allusive 
interplay. A complex and whole 
experience, it leaves you lost in a 
sometimes comforting, sometimes 
frightening elsewhere. Works 
whether played in the bedroom, 
or as separates on a system. Just 
make sure you've got the sound up. 
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gnostic together 

Words: Doug Mosurock 
Illustration: Robert Ramsden 

Fucked Up 

Hidden World (Jade Tree) 

I have news from the Americas for you ! It is loud. 
To all of you who have been missing hardcore 
punk, here is a record for you; one that will 
challenge and enthrall you; one that you will put 
on, close your door, and do stage dives off your 
bed to. For the musically insecure among you, 
salvation lies within. You will not need to explain 
to your friends why you are excited about hardcore 
again. Some will never see the light. But for the rest 
of you, there is Fucked Up. 

They're from Toronto, up north, at least 
from me, in New York City. But I booked a show 
for them back in January, and they sold out the 
Knitting Factory with only word-of-mouth as 
promotion. Of course it doesn't hurt that they've 
been slugging away since early 2001 , and -this is 
important, because it's something a lot of people 
tend to overlook, or not hold enough of an 
appreciation for - they've done it completely on 
their own terms. And not by leaning on MySpace 
and bothering people they don't know to be their 
'friends'. Not by bothering labels and setting up 
showcase bills. There's really only one way for 
a hardcore band to build this sort of steam, and 
that's by doing everything on their own, creating 
a network of friends, and giving and getting in 
equal handfuls. That's why these guys will still 
play a basement of some punk house in, say, 
Pittsburgh, or pull after-party action after already 
having busted their own asses, and everyone else 
in the room's, by kicking off a second set. You 
put out your own records and find friends with 
the same vision to keep things moving. And the 
ball just gets bigger and bigger. You don't let the 
band dictate your life; you take time out to play 
hockey and listen to Lily Allen and the like. But 
you make it and all surrounding activities part of 
your daily routine and your mindset. It helps to 



disseminate the bullshit that would otherwise cross 
your path. 

Touring relentlessly and releasing scads of 
singles and EPs, all the while giving their friends 
and most supportive fans the first crack at it all, 
is what laid the groundwork for Hidden World. 
It is not the average Noughties hardcore album by 
a longshot. This could be the longest-playing punk 
album since the Minutemen's Double Nickels On 

You put out your own 
records and find friends 
with the same vision 

The Dime or Crass' Christ (The Album), and it's 
every last bit as memorable as those classics. 
But Hidden World is where hardcore is wed to 
a singular and unique spirit that's been missing 
from the community for some time. Most of the 
1 3 tracks easily cross the five-minute mark, and 
they do so with quartz/marathon timing and 
strident, repetitive song structures that get by 
playing with undertones and chord politics. The 



whole thing is raging, major-noted, breakneck 
and precise, in ways that come off more balanced 
and delicate than such hyperbole would have you 
believe. Patience and creativity bore this record 
out, and yet doesn't demand it from listeners, 
as the 72-minute run time flies by in a clip. The 
band even enlisted Final Fantasy's Owen Pallett 
to handle string arrangements and additional 
instrumentation, in a way that colours the songs 
an appropriately deep red. Lyrically, Fucked Up are 
spinning out on florid, Biblical themes that quickly 
cast out any sense of piety into the dirt, something 
altogether welcome in the current climate of 
church/state-welded madness. 

The scene already knows the deal, but if you 
loved Fugazi way back when, this is your record. 
If you loved Lifetime, this is your record. If you like 
where pub rock met punk rock in the Seventies 
(a la Eddie And The Hot Rods), this is right up your 
alley. If you're a teenager, your skateboard is calling 
you. Everything that made you love punk rock in 
the first place is here, right where you left it, in one 
of the year's most stunning and layered albums. 
Ride it out with me and Fucked Up. 



Louis Pattison talks to Fucked Up's Mike Haliechuk 



What is the 'Hidden 
World' referred to in 
the album's title? 

"I got it after reading an 
EO Wilson book, Biophilia. 
This passage described 
walking through a rainforest 
and the multiverse or planes 
that existed depending on 
your physical perspective. 
If you were as small as an 
ant, you had a view of 
everything smaller, if you 
were a cell, you could see 
the bacteria. 

"There are many types 
of hidden worlds, from 



alternative commu 

to underground econo 
to micro-ecological 
communities. The thrill 
is figuring out howto 
find them." 

Your sleeves are ornate, 
colourful, and very 
different to the majority 
of hardcore records. 
What is the significance 
of the imagery that 
you use? 

"We tried to use the sleeve 
artwork to illustrate some of 
the concepts in the record. 
We were very influenced by 



ism and syncretis 
The idea behind the art is to 
show the confluence of two 
opposing ideas, and what's 
left in the middle when they 
both annihilate each other. 
If there is any such thing 
as truth, it probably lies 
somewhere in the middle, 
where two ideas meet. 

"It's taken from Gnostic 
philosophy, which informs 
that the earth lies between 
the two opposing plans of 
heaven and hell, who are in 
constant war for influence 
of human kind." 
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Electric Six 



Switzerland (Metropolis) 

Is being clever clever enough? There's a 
nagging suspicion that Dick Valentine could 
write about music with more incision than 
the majority of the music he actually writes. 
Because while Electric Six's cabaret-irony 
sexual politicising and playpen provocation 
occasionally ignites, it mostly just sits there, 
kicking its feet. Standout is 'Infected Girl', 
a perverse, threatening cross between a lost 
Robert Palmer grind and the bass rumble 
fetish from PJ Harvey's 'MeetZe Monsta'. 
It's openly obscene and unspecific, hailing 
the wonders of infected girls; but in the 
same way as 'Gay Bar' never stated exactly 
what Valentine wanted to put in you, 
it doesn't stress what the infection 
actually is. Still, while the hyperbolic 
gender-relations commentary is sharp, the 
ever-present gags are a little like choking 
someone on your cake and then eating it. 
KieronGillen 

in the studio: electric six 

We listened to: "The demos of the songs 
that would be on the new album." 
We ate: "Salad." 

We watched: " My next door neighbour 
Lyle, a young widower, find new love with 
Sandra, a woman he met speed dating." 
(Dick Valentine) 






The Emperor Machine 



Vertical Tones And Horizontal Noise 
(DC) 

If you ever wondered what a party in the 
Orion Nebula might sound like -you're 
weird. But, just to humour you (freak), 
I guess Emperor Machine's interstellar cruise 
music mightn't be a bad point of departure. 
The fussy mechanics of dicky rhythm tracks 
interlock with throbbing bass builds to 
best suggest, y'know, epic voyages into 
tomorrow, and - ooh, I've got one - 
Zero-G dancefloors. It's prog like you 
wouldn't believe, wondrously judged and 
must be fucking awesome thru a car stereo 
on a country road at night. Ok, I'm out of 
astronomical metaphors. Suffice to say, 
it never bangs, it pulses. Space is still, 
allegedly, the place. 
kicking_k 



The Evens 



Get Evens (Dischord) 

I always liked the ideas, volume and energy 
of hardcore but it never gave me enough of 
a musical boner, and the moralising made 
me nervous. Yet here's Get Even- made 
with love and fire by Fugazi and Minor 
Threat's Ian MacKaye and The Warmers' 
Amy Farina - and it grooves, rolls and rules. 
I love the call and response vocals; Farina's 
drumming that tries out all kinds of grooves, 
from martial tom-thunking to almost 
bossanova interludes; MacKaye's growly 
voice and frantic baritone guitar that tries 
to be all ascetic but occasionally does some 
total rock'n'roll move. And I dig the lyrics: 
"Maybe the power lies in inaccessibility", 
the pair consider on 'Dinner With The 
President', before asking said prez, "Can't 
you see you've had enough?" It may sound 
like same old punk rhetoric to you, but I'm 
now officially too old for ignoring the state 
we're in, pretending I'm immoral and taking 
photos of myself at the Emo Angle to put on 
MySpace. The Evens make me proud of that. 
Frances Morgan 
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the true report 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: David Bailey 

Emo. Dudes, I'm down with it. I'm 
sensitive. White. Male. Elements of 
misogyny run through my work, 
mainly caused by my own lack of 
social interaction with the opposite 
sex. My face contorts. I have angst. 
Girl done left me. Might not have 
been this year, or even the last 1 0, 
but girl done left me nonetheless. 
I use long sentences when only one 
or two words would have sufficed, 
but somehow I need to keep them 
going because I feel no one will pay 
attention otherwise, and also isn't 
hardcore a little too testosterone- 
loaded in its brevity; damn it, I take 
a pride in my language; what's 
wrong with bands with slogans 
for names. So I'm perfect for Bobby 
Bare Jr: his voice breaks and cracks 
all over the 'don't call me alt country' 
alt country of The Longest Meow 
(Bloodshot) like a low-waist 
Clem Snide; he has a song called 
'Snuggling World Championships' 
that references Cheerio's within five 
seconds; his backing band features 
members of My Morning Jacket; he 
emotes all over scuffed Southern 
boogie and melancholy refrains. 
I am so down with him, dudes. 

And fuck. I'm down with 
Summer Hymns, also. "Imagine 
J Mascis jamming with Galaxie 500," 
burbles the press release. No.- I'd 
rather not. It'd be a mess. It'd be so, 
so unnecessary - like Kevin Shields 
fronting The Concretes. Oh wait, 
that sounds great.Backward Masks 
(Misra) is so damn emo, it hurts to 



even type these words. Excuse me 
while I go sob. Summer Hymns are 
from Athens, GA; they have textures; 
the album is psychedelic and honey- 
dripping with sensitive white boy 
soliloquies, like "You could be the 
one to remember the smell in your 
sheets", and it mews like Weezer 
brought up on Ween; and shimmers, 
overdubbed to buggery, staring 
manfully into the distance. 

OK. Fucking LA bastards Anavan 
so aren't emo. Their self-titled GSL 
album is wrong on so many different 
levels - Numbers' jagged, post- 
apocalyptic minimalism crossed with 
Yes; XBXRX's discordant, bouncy, 
disco-spun madness with some King 
Crimson thrown in; all poises thrown 
like this and shapes thrown like that. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv have probably 
already written the sleevenotes to 
the retrospective, due out in 201 6. 
This is what happens when an entire 
generation grows up with Hedwig 
And The Angry Inch as their main 
cultural reference point." Still, better 
than Rites Of Spring, eh kids? 

Who'd have thought Gravy 
Train ! ! ! 's puerile post-Riot Grrrl 
punk-disco would have proved 
so influential? Or maybe it's 
Thunderbirdsl I get so confused, 
all the bright lights and the flashing 
sounds and the boom-boom-boom 
of the drums and the squelch of the 
synthesisers and the loud noises, 
please remove your silver space suit 
now sir, we're coming in to land. 
Pilot Scott Tracy's We Cut Loose! 
(Alternative Tentacles) has been 
called "aggressively homo", which 
is a major plus, but also present is " 
a reverential Smiths cover that serves 



Elements of 
misogyny run 
through my 
work, mainly 
caused by lack of 
interaction with 
the opposite sex 

as unwelcome relief to the mostly 
splendid post-Cramps, post-B-52s 
mess and noise; fortunately it's too 
little emo, too late. 

Pilot Scott Tracy pretend to be an 
airline, roll their vowels with vigour, 
reference the funniest place name in 
the USA (Kalamazoo) and make me 
yearn for Devo like I yearn for pink 
marzipan right now. 

Are Coaxial emo? I fear my 
authority on this issue is running out 
rapidly: their sound is part-Eminem 
white boy rap and part-Poison 
Girls spooky atmospherics - dank, 
humid, claustrophobic, haunting, 
ominous. . .I'm sure you get the 
picture. Everything has turned to 
shit. Everyone is nowhere. Coaxial 
(GSL) is a killer of an introspective, 
pre-apocalypse, dark wave debut 
from this Long Beach, CA; beats 
and keyboards stumble and falter 
as piano flits mournfully-the 
horrorcore rap of early Nineties 
insurgents such as post-De La Soul 
hip-hop trio Gravediggaz taken to 
a logical extreme. 

In my day we called it 'spoken 
word' and consigned ittothe hippie 
bin. How times change! Why, now 
even the 'emo' kids might like it! 
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Jenny Hoyston and William \ 

Hallways Of Always (Southern) 

A heartbeat-steady banjo, a sobbing saw and two voices, one a sweet wail 
and one a tumbleweed burr. "We can't bring ourselves to change/For hunters 
we once were, and hunters we shall remain, " they sing as if through eyes 
closed in faith and fervour, accepting their evolutionary destiny. And you, 
on a grey London afternoon, emerge from Hallways Of Always as if from 
a short story in a secondhand book you picked up in a distant city, rolling 
unfamiliar idioms and wider horizons around your thoughts. Hankering, 
maybe, for some of the black Iowa dirt Will Whitmore sings of; for the ability 
to draw loss and sorrow with the clear strokes suggested by Jenny Hoyston's 
voice. When the duo reach the fateful chorus of organ-augmented 'You're 
Already Gone', you're reminded how well male/female harmonies knit 
together any narrative of love gone wrong: the melodic unity a reminder 
of why separation hurts so much. They can devastate, those harmonies, 
but on the shotgun wedding hoedown 'Marrow' they can make you smile, 
too. The title track, dispensing with words, closes the album with a tremulous, 
keyboard-led drone piece. All afternoon, it rained so hard there was the 
impression of a mist above the slates and the raindrops on the window looked 
like a sped-up satellite picture of an eroding coastline. Now, as the drone 
spreads and dissipates, the storm slows to a coda of lingering opalescent 
droplets and an unexpected shot of sunlight that feels both warm and wise. 
Frances Morgan 



French Toast 



Ingleside Terrace (Dischord) 

Gone are the mental jarrings and the cave- 
dwelling vocals. Gone are the DNA traces 
of Fugazi, gone are the Dischordant vibes. 
Gone are the licks that make you sit up 
and smell the bread burning. It's time for 
reassessment with this slice of toast. It's 
less butter, more Soya spread. Less taste, 
more service-station stomach filler. 

There are moments of genius, like when 
Jerry Busher sings. But we want innovation, 
inspiration and a helluvalotta indignation. 
And we get none of that. Hell, they even 
sound like Black Rebel Motorfuckingcycle 
Club. Dear French Toast: thanks for the 
artwork, it's great. The music got lost 
somewhere along the way, huh? 
Hayley Avron 



Hey Willpower 



PDA(Tomlab) 

Twee crunk. OK, having waved goodbye 
to the vast bulk of the readership with that 
(totally accurate) tag, there's more room for 
the rest of us to raise an ergonomic sports 
flask full of green tea and toast what sounds 
like a pixie getting jiggy with a dog-size 
robot. High-scoring combos of breathy 
interludes and keyboards that sound like 
they're taking their casing off- it takes 
a lot of guts to play it so, uh, 'sensitive' 
and, urn, 'open'. File under: awkward 
cyber-orgy at the live role-playing ball, with 
synchronised dance routine dynamics for 
fey booty-shakers everywhere. 
kicking_k 



Hisato Higuchi 



Dialogue (Family Vineyard) 

Tokyo's Hisato Higuchi was originally 
a puppeteer before transferring his shadow- 
box inspired movements from one set of 
strings to another. Dialogue sees the young 
guitarist deliver another set of achingly 
beautiful minimalist blues deconstructions, 
but with a greater confidence and artistry 
than on previous releases. His melancholic 
timbres allow a universe to exhale within 
the burning embers of a single note, often 
accompanied by his velvety whispers that 
hint at androgyny and detachment. Drawing 
parallels with the candlelight quiver of Loren 
Connors' guitar and the wraithlike shapes 
conjured by Keiji Haino's more introspective 



work, Higuchi takes his rightful place among 
the higher echelons of otherworldly modern- 
day guitar slingers. 
Spencer Grady 



Holy Smokes 



Talk to Your Kids About Gangs 
(Skin Graft) 

Though the name might suggest otherwise, 
Holy Smokes are not an amusing jazz-funk/ 
hip hop outfit for people who stay inside 
destroying their respiratory systems while 
saving the world through chilled vibes, 
dude. No, Holy Smokes is the ambitious 
collaborative effort of Zach Hill, Rob Crow 
and Carson McWhirter (of Hella, Pinback 
and The Advantage respectively) among 
others. Hmmm, that feels misleading; 
it's more the ambitious battle between 
said members. From the first blast, the 
Sacramento-based group are locked in 
combat, propelled by Hill's ferociously 
deranged drumming. Melody kicks Noise 
in the shin, while Rhythm desperately tries 
to strangle Chaos. In lesser hands this 
enthrallingly inventive project might have 
failed spectacularly. Listen carefully. 
Dr Swan 



Imitation Electric Piano 



Blow It Up, Burn It Down, Kick It 'Til 
It Bleeds (Duophonic Super 45s) 

According to their website, Imitation Electric 
Piano dig the chin-stroking sounds of acts 
such as Cerne Abbas Giant, Tennis! and the 
Jennifer Klingfilm Band. It's a gentle laugh 
at the obscurer-than-thou namedropping 
that infects followers of bands such as 
Stereolab, who themselves proved that 
ripping off Can doesn't have to get in the 
way of shimmering pop loveliness. 

lEP's Simon Johns is Stereolab's bassist, 
so it's not surprising Blow It Up. . . also runs 
on an uptight motorik groove, along with 
nods to Broadcast's Radiophonic pop and a 
smouldering corn dolly's worth of psych-folk. 
It's the St Etienne remake of the Summer 
Of Love, though: a breezy re-imagining with 
the bad trips and scary beards replaced by 
cheeky wah-wah, waltzing harpsichords 
and guest folkie Mary Hampton's dandelion- 
clock vocals. If only they'd spent more time 
listening to Jennifer Klingfilm's hard-to-find 
third album instead, eh? 
Abi Bliss 



Kama Aina 



Club Kama Aina (Rumraket) 

Takuji Aoyagi, who nowadays mostly 
records under the Hawaiian name Kama 
Aina, has fallen in love with the music of 
everyday life; the music that's never recorded 
- humming while doing the dishes, 
strumming an acoustic guitar on the couch, 
a kid taking her first ever piano lesson. 
Aoyagi's been getting closer to finding 
beauty in the simplest melodies imaginable, 
in the softest lullabies we make up to get 
a baby to fall asleep. It's a musical vision he 
shares with The Pastels and their Geographic 
label, so Takuji took Club Kama Aina to 
Glasgow. Stephen and Katrina Pastel, Bill 
Wells and Isobel Campbell's cello were 
already at the airport. With membership 
cards in their breast pockets, they clearly 
couldn't wait to get the humming started. 
Andres Lokko 



Adrian Klumpes 



Be Still (The Leaf Label) 

Cover artwork depicts black makeshift 
coverings torn from supports as if in the 
aftermath of a storm. Track titles include 
'Give In', 'Exhale', 'Passing Pain'. These solo 
piano works from one third of Australia's 
Triosk were recorded in a single five-hour 
session and have the feel of trauma being 
expunged. Far from the Harold Budd-styled 
ambient haze one might expect, Be Still 
is jagged and ill at ease. The surgical hiss 
and blip of 'Alone' blends into the skyward 
tremolo clusters of 'Unrest'. On 'Why' 
a sound like a klaxon drifts in and out of 
troubled sedation. The title piece is flickering 
minimalism with a backdrop of distant 
figures moving in shadowy corridors. 
This is music for after the car crash. 
Euan Andrews 



The Loves 



Technicolour (Fortuna Pop!) 

My first thought is, they've misspelled the 
album title! Yet it's appropriate: The Loves 
are slightly off-centre in their unabashed 
recreation of Sixties pop. Simon Love's 
guileless appropriation of sundry riffs 
(particularly 'Louie Louie') and songtitles 
('JeT'aime, Baby', 'Summertime') would 
be cloying in other hands, especially when 
matched to his obvious delirious fondness for 
The Velvet Underground, Serge Gainsbourg 
and early Creation Records. Yet somehow 
it works here: the love is so pure. 

Simon's second band - the previous 
Loves entirely disbanded - are splendid, a 
summertime treat in winter, the midpoint 
between Detroit's sweet Francophiles The 
Come-Ons and Bighton's Pipettes. 
Everett True 



The Magic Numbers 



Those The Brokes (Heavenly) 

The magic moments: the moment when 
'Boy' suddenly turns into the most fragile 
wedding waltz. Angela's pure soul vocals 
in the heartbreakingly sad - but still 
swinging - 'Undecided Love'. The magic 
melodies: they just seem to pour out of 
Romeo Stodart's beard in an effortless 
stream, and god only knows how his 
voice manages to send them to a rare 
place where NRBQ's Joey Spampinato 
lives next door to The Daintees and John 
Sebastian. And then, underneath it all, 
there's sister Michelle's almost Robbie 
Shakespeare-ishlyfree bass. The Magic 



Numbers are the band Heavenly Recordings, 
have been waiting for all their lives: when 
the words "Believe In Magic" were printed 
on the back of those early Saint Etienne 
records this is what they meant. The 
complex beauty of Prefab Sprouts' Steve 
McQueen performed as timeless jug band 
soul music. Swoon. 
Andres Lokko 



Mogwai 



Zidane: A 21st Century Portrait 
(PIAS) 

These songs are for a film by Turner 
prize-winning artist Douglas Gordon. 
In collaboration with Philippe Parreno, 
Gordon used 1 7 cameras to follow only 
Zinedine Zidane for 90 minutes: an 
unexceptional match in La Liga against 
Villarreal, transformed into art installation. 
I have done that before with my eyes, many 
times-this man is mesmerising. No need 
to delve into the symbolic, but the desire 
to deconstruct such a relatively obscure 
personality must surely drive the film, tied 
as Zidane is to that richly complex state 
of contemporary Frenchness. 

And yet the silent image continues to be 
glorified: Zidane does not speak. Instead we 
hear crowds roar and menace, and we hear 
Mogwai. It is so unmistakeably Mogwai. In 
its ease of drift and blanketing melancholia 
the soundtrack recalls the relative sparseness 
of Come On Die Young. Some tracks stand 
out from the passive ambience: 7.25' 
and 'I Do Have Weapons', in particular, 
are gorgeous. But I'd held the romantic 
notion that this album would find the 
band's compositions aligning with Zizou's 
physical expressions. Alas, Zidane\s a studio 
album that's applicable to any moving 
image, I imagine. 
Miranda lossifidis 

in the studio: mogwai 

We listened to: "Nothing. We were far too 

busy trying to quickly write some good music 

so we had no time to relax." 

We ate: "Muesli, bananas, apples, dark 

chocolate and chicken tikka." 

We watched: "Not much time for that. 

Maybe I was lucky enough to see some of 

the balanced and fair Fox News on the telly." 

(Barry Burns) 



Ocky Milk (Cherry Red) 

The latest album to surface from Momus' 
feverishly languid imagination shows 
that his eccentricity is bubbling into a fine, 
but still twisted, maturity. Like fellow 
otherworldly visitors Syd Barrett and 
Edward Ka-Spel, Momus arranges songs 
in ways that only someone with a lateral 
outlook on songwriting can achieve. 
It's like listening to the music that an alien 
observer has produced on an undercover 
anthropological mission to Earth, during 
which they've gone native. 

The gloss of pop production slips gently 
through a fine mesh of adventurous lyrical 
deviance and elliptical musical idiosyncrasy. 
Polymorphously perverse, Ocky Milk veers 
from wispy ballads to guttural dubs and 
orchestral flights of fancy, taking odd 
excursions into louche disco torch songs 
and even the bizarre ukulele workout 
'I Refuse To Die'. Decidedly an acquired 
taste, but one worth savouring. 
Richard Fontenoy 
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TIIE STUNNING SOLO DEBUT 
FROM ONE HALE OE THE TRAIL BLAZING 
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"Vivid-dreamy fljtter-pop... Cryptic 

AND WORTH DREAMING FOR" PLAN B 
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Drowned in Sound is Six: 
A Label Sampler 

Featuring 

Kaiser Chiefs, Martha Wainwright, 
Bat for Lashes, Blood Red Shoes 

and lots more 
Available FREE with any DiS album purchase while stocks last 

• 

To celebrate 6 years of DiS all our albums are £6.00 from 

October 30 for a limited period. Includes 

Metric, Martha Wainwright, Redjetson, thisgirl 

and. . . 




JENIFEREVER 
Choose a Bright Morning 

"Windswept lullabies" The Guardian 
"Beauteous little treasure" The Fly 
.a slightly dazed atmosphere of a more acoustic 

My Bloody Valentine" Independent on Sunday 



disrecords.com 
drownedinsound.com 
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Sorrowful meditations on technology, 

pained reminiscences 

of futures that never happened 



Various Artists 

Galaxy To Galaxy: A Hitech Jazz Compilation (Underground Resistance) 
Various Artists 

Interstellar Fugitives 2: Destruction Of Order (Underground Resistance) 

Some of you out there will see these are on UR and snap them both up, 
no question, with pride, with loyalty. Let's get this straight: no label is 
indispensable. It's just that indie labels need brand loyalty more than majors. 
So while the press release for this says, " If you could take three albums 
to a desert island then one of them should be this", personally, I'd save 
the space and take plenty of beef jerky and a few extra towels. 

UR have often been a label strong on concepts and low on intrigue 
- great at theorising and explicating the making of independent-minded 
electronic music, less consistent at actually delivering music that can't be 
explained, or grooves too physical to be conceptually confined. Born from 
horror at the present, nurtured by dreams of a space age future and pulled 
between the high-minded sophistry of Jeff Mills and the aggro-escapism 
of Mad Mike Banks, UR had always threatened a tastily testy stew 
whenever they've dropped. But for every 'Deathstar', 'Art Of Stalking' and 
'Nocturbulous Behaviour' they unleashed, there was always a little too much 
jazz-funk, too much straight-up unproblematic positivism and purism in 
their mix- witness Galaxy To Galaxy, a comp of Mad Mike's most idyllic (and 
revolting) moments, wherein over the course of two weighty CDs, you're 
reminded of just exactly how rank that 'hi-tech jazz' soubriquet is when 
put into practice. Vile, vile woolly fusion with none of the redeeming edges 
of focus that jazz, techno or funk possess on their tod. Mike might have 
had great ideas, but musically he's a hippie and a twat and it's no accident 
that the music Mills made after he left UR (especially the 'Waveform' series) 
was way, way better than his last efforts for the label. Ignore. 

Interstellar Fugitives, a 3 1 -track collection of new and old material 
from the UR roster positing itself as some kind of 'Most Wanted' list of 
"offenders against the Order" is way better, if only because of the variety, 
and because the sleevenotes are the most hysterically unreadable pile of 
underthought/overwritten wank this side of the Sunday heavies. This is 
mainly dark music, sometimes downright dingy and thrillingly industrial, 
occasionally glistening with electro light. And it's telling that while white 
Detroit wears a sloppy grin, wallowing in the defunct mechanics of garage 
rock, happy with its locale, confident of its place in a lineage, black Detroit 
feels the need to create impossibly sorrowful meditations on technology, 
pained reminiscences of futures that never happened and driven 
idealisations of other worlds in which the only lineage conjured up 
is anti-linear explosions into the ether (Sun Ra, or P-f unk). 

Wait for a Detroit techno-loving friend to get it, then rip yourself some 
fun. Neither a junkie or a collector be. Be a borrower. 



My My 



Songs For The Gentle (Playhouse) 

My My are a new force to be reckoned 
with in dance music, as this album proves. 
Combining sharp beats, warm synths, 
bouncy rhythms, sliced-up hip hop elements 
and layer upon layer of atmospheric sound, 
this Berlin-based production outfit show 
themselves to be versatile, too; their style 
varies from minimal precision to dubby 
melancholia to unexpected syncopation 
(the Luke Vibert-esque 'Secret Life Of Pants') 
and the new wave guitar melody of 'Swiss 
On Rye'. 'Gentle' may be a misnomer, but 
this is certainly some of the most beautiful 
techno around. 
Robin Wilks 



Oxford Collapse 



Remember The Night Parties 
(Sub Pop) 

Brooklyn's Oxford Collapse are manifest 
with the spirit of summers gone, 
remembered with that partial amnesia 
that dictates every day was rain-free. 
It's post-punk without the fashion: golden, 
sunny melodies unadorned by the wimpy 
harmonising employed by many ploughing 
similar pastures; uncompromising, yet as 
easily digestible as any radio hit. 

A couple of wonderful missives in, 
'Please Visit Your National Parks' explains 
what's going on, albeit elliptically: "You 
should be standing right next to me/Instead 
of two feet in front of me/Go learn your 



geography, "they chime, with all the 
fervour of a lovelorn Fugazi raised in 
Sixties California. 
Adam Anonymous 



Benoit Pioulard 



Precis (Kranky) 

A spectral gaze washes like silence removed, 
the build and the release playing off one 
another within the same moments. It's as 
if being contained is where these songs 
derive their sense of freedom. In reining in 
tendencies towards a complete sonic letting- 
go, Pioulard allows his palette to speak 
beautifully. Opting to not follow one path or 
the other to its logical conclusion, his options 
are left open. So you have freewheeling 
space-rock and the tightly plotted nuances 
of fuzzed-out folk pop. Burned through the 
same filter, it's all of one purpose, which is 
to make wondrous what could be banal. 
Stewart Gardiner 



Robert Pollard 



Normal Happens (Must Destroy) 

The last few Guided By Voices albums erred 
from their previous 50/50 diamond/dogshit 
ratio, favouring a more mundane median - 
gone was the oblique lo-fi frippery, but rarely 
did they scrape the heady subterranean pop 
of Alien Lanes. Pollard's first post-GbV solo, 
a thing of Wire-y prog grumble, did little to 
arrest this dulling of the Shit Midas's muse, 
but follow-up Normal Happensls a sharper, 
more playful thing. The same elements of 



those earlier records are still present - 
oddball sentence jags brooding with twisted 
poetry, ornate melodies played out with 
rudimentary flair - but with a verve and 
spirit missing of late, like Pollard is waking 
from a slumber and remembering why he 
used to release twelveteen albums a week 
(and 1 1 of 'em would be good). 
Stevie Chick 



White Man's Burden 

(David vs Goliath/Burning Heart) 

How to listen without prejudice when you 
know Promoe is a middle-class Swede with 
gap year student dreadlocks, rapping about 
how awful it is to be white? It's lucky I played 
White Man's Burden before discovering that, 
otherwise it would have gone straight in 
the bin. Which it wouldn't really deserve: 
Promoe's lyrics are thoughtful, and a roster 
of guests (Capleton, Saian Supa Crew) 
provide respite from his nasal flow. By 
the end, though, the sheer worthiness 
of the whole project is its undoing, and 
what initially comes across as righteous 
anger descends into unrelenting carping. 
Alex Macpherson 



Adrian Sherwood 



Becoming A Cliche (Realworld) 

The second solo outing from On-U Sound 
man Sherwood finds him up to his usual 
tricks with friends old and new, including 
Bim Sherman, Lee 'Scratch' Perry, Mark 



Stewart, LSK, Raiz and Samiah Farah. 
The results are heavyweight and diverse: 
Sherwood melts down and mashes up 
genres from reggae to rai to bhangra to 
dancehall, tracks warping deliriously under 
the pressure cooked up by his effects boxes. 

That said, the results are among the 
smoothest he has produced. The obligatory 
second CD of dub versions is where 
Sherwood lays on the studio tricks, his 
signature mixing desk technique pulling the 
tracks apart and back together to cook up a 
heady stew of echo FX and recycled rhythms. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Spektrum 



Fun At The Gymkhana Club (Nonstop) 

Spektrum ride a very crooked horse. Taking 
the bondage of equestrian pursuits and 
whipping it up into disco-pulses and tub- 
thumped funk, their gymkhana shuns 
genres; a tight flow of minimal beats and 
r'n'b seduction. Lola Olafisoye's words flick 
between skoolish hip-pop chants and slinky 
nods to Grace Jones - a mischievous, song- 
based dance music that's less magic-and- 
voodoo than their twisted-tongue debut. 

However, the jungle-thick density, 
emotio-sexuality and dark bass squelch 
that make their live performances so exciting 
remain to be captured, and as such, this 
cross-dancefloor mash lacks any real passion 
on disc. Forget the recordings; go see them 
spin their spectrum live. 
Hannah Gregory 
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Starless And Bible Black 



Starless And Bible Black (Locust) 

On Tredog', there's this lil' flute, or recorder, 
or tiny pipe made of magic woodland 
tree that squeaks like a wide-eyed puppy, 
or a door on its hinges, or a baby bird 
gurgling. Which is amazing, really, 
considering Starless And Bible Black are 
from Manchester (that's not the sunset, 
that's photochemical smog). As the warm, 
whining guitar of 'BB' slides downwards 
and phonelines crackle through 'Allsight', 
creatures slumber and rustle to life in calmly 
overgrown gardens. But just when you're 
starting to daydream of brown paper 
packages tied up with kittens, or something, 
chanteuse Helene Gautier sings the words, 
"There 's nothing tastes sweeter than the 
rush of hot vomit, sieved through decaying 
bad teeth "in an acrid French accent of now- 
sober sadness, and you think, "Mondieu". 
Lauren Strain 



Nikki Sudden 



The Truth Doesn't Matter 
(Secretly Canadian) 

Nikki Sudden, the co-founder of Solihull's 
Swell Maps, passed away earlier this year 
after a gig at New York's Knitting Factory. 
But his swansong and parting gift is 
delivered with one eyebrow terminally 
arched and is something of a beauty. 
Spreading his wings and heading for the 
dancefloor, Nikki's trademark lazy yet 
impassioned drawl is buffered by a refined 
disco shuffle and a rolling bass. 

Nikki's on form. Not only ready, 
but happy to be heartbroken, his tales 
of lost love and broken souls are wrapped 
in brocade and silk scarves and delivered 
in grandiose guitar soliloquies, balmy Sixties 
style love songs (The Shangri-Las via The 
New York Dolls, of course) and an elegant 
paean to his family ('Green Shield Stamps'). 
The grainy black-and-white photos show 
a merry band of men with one foot firmly 
in pop music history and the other firmly 
in their leader's own personal gin-soaked 
chronicles. He used to tell us to, "Stay 
bruised, stay beautiful". It only takes 
a glimpse to work out why. 
HayleyAvron 



Trust Me (Four Music) 

One half of Cobra Killer takes break (no 
Kit-Kat), poses with swan for cover of 
solo album, wears blank expression and 
unexplained grazes on her knee. Music 
equals future Sixties swing constructed of 
loops that feel like impossible cinematic 
jump-cuts. The almost coy phrasing of the 



vocals leaves a lot of scope for nuance 
and kittenish play- and when the tempo 
drops and the loops come unstrung, 
one is left with beautiful bluish miniatures. 
A hack named kick unpacks his stuff to 
it one long night, considers what (muted, 
measured, controlled) dance steps might 
be appropriate. 
kicking_k 



Alexander Tucker 



Furrowed Brow (ATP) 

Listening to Alexander Tucker's new album 
on my way to Leeds, swaying shoulder-to- 
shoulder with other tired-eyed commuters. 
Drones bleed through my headphones and 
an acoustic guitar is running spooked and 
spidery, obsessive/psychotic like picking at 
scabs. A remote voice sings non sequiturs, 
odd noises fall through the songs or loop 
beneath them. 

I look out of the window and see ruined 
brickworks, abandoned quarries, looming 
things along the spine of each steepback 
valley. The sound is of places the future 
never reached, rural and red in tooth and 
claw, places that don't care enough about 
you to be menacing. It's like hearing the 
ghosts of old American field recordings, 
full of runic internal logic, picked up 
and filtered through psych-drones and 
minimalism. But despite those loops and 
drones, Furrowed Brow\s less vorsprung 
durch technikand more carbon dating 
- technology in service to something 
very old. 
Ben Hoyle 



Various Artists 



Destroy Minimal: The Secret Sound 
Of Tomorrow Morning (Resist) 

I'm writing this on a train going from 
Middlesborough to Manchester, but it might 
as well be a star shuttle from East Berlin to 
Detroit. I love techno mixes while in motion. 
It all started when I began driving a car 
fuelled by DJ Bone mix-tapes -there's 
something about the sterilised crispness of 
machines processing information to make 
sound while being shot through your 
environment at high speed that makes 
my hairs stand up on end. Punters aren't 
going to be disappointed with the roster 
here: from Trentmoller through to Rekid, 
there are some big names. Hell, Resist have 
even acknowledged the implosion of the 
current 'minimal' Zeitgeist (utilising the 
sounds of some of the most notable 
luminaries in minimal techno to prove the 
point). Whether it's a new minimal, or it gets 
called maximal, minimal needs a rethink. 
Ralph Cowling 



Swan Lake 

Beast Moans (Jagjaguwar) 

Whoever said this was a lake is a liar, this churning ocean of wailing voices and 
disembodied siren call. "Who blows the sea?" cries Carey Mercer at one point 
- and if he, one third of Swan Lake, doesn't know then we're all completely 
fucked. Backed by Dan Bejar of New Pornographers and Spencer Krug of 
Wolf Parade, Mercer tempts us down through the bubbles and we willingly 
follow: "Maybe we're bound for the bottom?" 

Analogue keyboards are tossed together with the hurried thrum of 
guitars, and the three protagonists' styles percolate wildly but effectively, 
Bejar's Bowie-esque phrasing a pleasingly sharp focus against Mercer's less 
immediate art-rock conceits. But it's Krug's contributions that prove the real 
revelation. Freed from the angular insistence of Wolf Parade, his cracked 
nursery rhyme balladry forms a glowing, complete world. Recorded on 
Vancouver Island, where the white caps break rocks, the Pacific comes right 
through the studio doors and leaves salty stains on the tape they've hung 
out on the line to dry. Afterwards, a beachcomber stoops for this weathered 
treasure. It's both fine, and remarkable 
Merek Cooper 



in the studio: swan lake 

We listened to: "I was flying around in the dewy ether that is Os Mutantes 
for the first time. Krug shrugged in atonal indifference and Bejar gave me 
one of his trademarked fucking condescending 'been there, heard that' 
looks. I am sure Bejar has a weighty list of Seventies Californian songwriters 
with red beards and hash in their ears that he could give you. All Krug ever 
listens to is Ligeti." 

We ate: " My friend owns a deli, so before our trek over the treacherous 
Malahat Pass to where the studio is located we stocked up on hoagies and 
grinders and red salty meats and fine French cheeses. " 
We watched: "I screened Penitentiary 2, a classic film of brotherly 
love and redemption, sure to appeal to everyone from 'Punker Jim' to 
'Quilting Granny'." 
(Carey Mercer) 






Various Artists 



Immer 2: Mixed By Michael Mayer 
(Kompakt) 

Kompakt label boss Michael Mayer is 
a great builder. I'm not talking about his 
ability to assemble walls, or the depth of 
his bum cleavage; it's just that he's one 
of the best DJs at assembling and developing 
a mood. 

The sequel to the 2002 mix that 
introduced many to the label's sound, 
Immer 2 is deep, dark and richly textured. 
'Someone Else' by Ploosh and 'The 
Dog' by Ian Simmonds set the tone 
beautifully, all intricate textures and 
compelling rhythms. 

Later, the slowly rising synth chords of 
Justus Kohncke's 'Advance' will set those 
back of neck hairs aloft, before Mayer veers 
into a 'space disco' phase headed by Todd 
Terje's pristine remix of 'Another Station' 
by Lindstrom. And then there's SCSI 9's 
'Morskaya', the ultimate breaking-storm 
tune to listen to while skulking around 
darkened streets after closing time. 
Robin Wilks 



Various Artists 



Peanut Butter Wolf Presents: 

Chrome Children 

(Adult Swim/Stones Throw) 

If it feels like you're spending your life 
inhaling mad carfumes and POPs are 
soaking in your pores then what are you 
going to do? I dunno if that ever occurs to 
Peanut Butter Wolf -who knows what 
goes on in the dude's head? He makes the 
kind of compilations that pursue possibly 
deranged, but always enlightened 
trajectories into a murky, twinkling funk- 
hop cosmos which, through the occasional 
blurred glow of street lamp or silver bumper, 
you remain able to identify as smog. Space 
in the city for the claustrophobic mind. 
As part of the Stones Throw 1 0th 
Anniversary, this one comes with a DVD 
in collaboration with experimental cartoon 
network Adult Swim. Special gems include 
Madvillain's 'Monkey Suite' and Dilla's 
'Nothing Like This'. The label's first female 
artist Georgia Anne Muldrow's scintillating 
soul throwback is also particularly fine. 
Melissa Bradshaw 
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Agalloch 

Ashes Against the Grain 
(The End) 

A friend said, "They rip 
Katatonia off really nicely". 
He played this to death and 
I mighttoo. If you lovethat 
Godspeed-related nonsense but 
haven't figured out that metal 
rules, put this on and realise that 
there are other ways to reach the 
same impact. (NR) 




Boxhead Ensemble 

Nocturnes (Atavistic) 

Cinematic strings and the 
lonesome pleas of a harmonica 
resonate throughout Boxhead 
Ensemble's fourth studio album. 
Cooder-esque guitar, percussive 
shuffles and lo-fi static add to 
the fireside intimacy. Nocturnes 
conjures images of endless 
highways and rolling plains - 
the sound of a mythical, perfect 
America. (SG) 




Robert Cal lender 

Musee de L'lmpressionisme 
(Fallout) 

Fallout — the impeccable 

Sunbeam reissue label's little 
sister- have unearthed a truly 
original little gem in Calender's 
early Seventies blue-eyed 
soul tribute to the French 
impressionists. It's the sound 
of The Chi-Lites featuring 
Claude Monet. (AL) 




Kashiwa Daisuke 

April #02 (Onpa) 

Can there ever be too much 
glitchy, melodic electronica 
in the world? To the relief 
ofTVdocsoundtrackers 
everywhere, Daisuke's playful 
blend of Max Richter piano 
nostalgia, crackly field 
recordings, jarring jump-edits 
and FourTet-inspired chaotic 
euphoria suggests not. (AB) 



Joe Driscoll 

Origin Myths (Buttercut) 

A one-man band who uses 
a delay pedal to make loop 
guitar and human beatboxing 
into a flowery, uptempo neo- 
hippie hybrid. Which, if you find 
Arrested Development slightly 
irritating, is not for you, but he 
sounds like a nice dude -laid 
back, upbeat, politically 
outraged. (MB) 

Fibes, Oh Fibes 

Emotional (Pluxemburg) 

So a couple of people told me 
about The Feeling. They claimed 
The Feeling recapture the glory 
of Hall And Oates growing 
beards on a Malibu yacht. As we 
know by now - they don't. Enter 
Gothenburg's Fibes, Oh Fibes!, 
with the soulful piano-man 
smoothness to equal Michael 
McDonald singing 'What A Fool 
Believes' in brand new white 
SperryTopsiders. (AL) 

Ghost Club 

Suicide Train (Hellsquad) 

NZ legends relocate to London 
and make the most psycho- 
actively potent rock record 
of the year, thanks to the vicious 
right hand of the Southern 
Hemisphere's most brutal 
guitarist, David Mitchell (ex-3Ds, 
Plagal Grind, Goblin Mix etc.) 
Don't look so surprised. (JD) 

The Grand Opening 

This Is Nowhere To Be Found 
(Tapete) 

Strings flit through shadows, 
lyrics are hypnotically repeated, 
percussion rambles in the 
background. Yet, as well crafted 
as this album is, it's going to take 
a few more plays to etch itself 
into consciousness. It ambles 
and meanders but to no avail. 
(HA) 

The Gurus 

The Swing Of Things 
(Rainbow Quartz) 

The Gurus think that they are 
psychedelic. I have news for 
them. I will not bother trying 
to spell this news out for them 
because I suspect that they are 
too busy trying to work out the 
most psychedelic thing that they 
could record. Man. Sadly, they 
sound like Kula Shaker's dog 
chewing a Linda McCartney 
sausage. With its muzzle on. 
(HA) 

Ezekiel Honig 

Scattered Practices 
(Microcosm) 

Beats plip-plop, chords hang 
around motionlessly and 
unidentified ambient sounds 
drift past quietly. Like a plotless, 
four-hour French art flick, this is 
stationary aesthetica for people 
whose minds never stop racing. 
(RW) 



Paul Kalkbrenner 

Re-Works (Bpitch Control) 

What a lush thing, to be Paul 
Kalkbrenner. You can get 
on the blowerto Ellen Allien 
andModeselektorandbe 
all like, "Hey, want to use my 
stuff to make new tracks? It'll 
sound wicked. . . " and stand 
correct in such a claim. Check 
'Steinbeisser' for unexpected 
eerie soundscapes, and Schaffel 
guru Michael Mayer doing 4/4 
with accordian pad sounds on 
'Feature Me'. (RC) 

Kashmere 

In The Hour Of Chaos 
(Receptor) 

Deep Brit rap, like for a minute 
we've got the old Jehst back, 
and then, shit! He is back, but 
this is indubitably Kashmere's 
show. Eschatology, insanity, 
vampires, dead gorillas and 
the doors of hell all figure 
prominently. "Peace to the 
George Orwell, "indeed. (RS) 

Kyza 

The Experience (Pepa) 

Predictably hype debut from 
Terra Firma crew member Kyza. 
He lacks compadre Klashnekoff's 
ear for a hook, but makes up 
for it with raw energy, not to 
mention a series of apt titles 
which serve as a pretty good 
review in their own right. For 
on this evidence Kyza is 
undoubtedly 'Sick', 'Real' 
and, most probably, 'Trouble'. 
(RS) 

Milanese 

Extend (Planet Mu) 

Dub-ghosts hide between 
overloaded electronics. 
Everything's dense, compressed, 
after-dark. A girl sings sweetly 
over dread-bass and system 
malfunctions. Everything's 
abrasive. Threats are made. You 
don't trust anyone. It's low-end, 
hermetic, and it doesn't work in 
the daytime. Wait until dark. 
(BH) 

These Arms Are 
Snakes 

Easter (Jade Tree) 

Some people never get bored 
of riff-driven despair-laden 
arithmetic-based rock. They 
make it, sometimes, with 
fervour, vehemence, and no 
lack of skill. Some of us will never 
really understand why. (DS) 

Various Artists 

Crosstown Rebels Vol 1 : 
Mixed By Damian Lazarus 
(Crosstown Rebels) 

A dreamy, dot-joining glide 
through Crosstown Rebels' 
recent back catalogue: it 
starts off gentle, with Alex 
Smoke's remix of Andre 
Kraml's hallucinatory 'Safari' 
an early highlight, but soon 



ups the pace: the home straight 
(Black Strobe, Jennifer Cardini, 
Pier Bucci and finally Mathew 
Jonson's monolithic remix of 
Hiem's 'She's The 1') is pure 
out-of-body rush. (AM) 

Various Artists 

Fabriclive30: Stanton 
Warriors (Fabric) 

Their remix of Peace Division's 
Club Therapy auto-critiques: 
"Don 't need big breaks. . . build- 
ups. . . lights. ..smoke ". Then 
more stuff, including a killer 
moment where the bass spasms 
the second it's mentioned: 
"A goodbassline and a high-hat. 
You don 't need any of that other 
shit. It's all confusion ". 

Passes the mix CD test: 
a dancef loor you wish you were 
on. (KG) 

Various Artists 

Splendour And Misery (TV) 

Largely impressive two-CD 
sampler featuring the 
widescreen and moody likes 
of Moly, Early Day Miners and 
Steve Gullick's ...Bender. 

James Johnston's 'Dirty 
White Caravan' is monolithic 
Durutti Column-tinged 
Americana. Breathless' 'Behind 
The Light' pirouettes in the 
twilight like a prog This Mortal 
Coil, and an epic, vintage 
4AD/Bad Seeds post-punk 
melancholy pervades 
throughout. (JP) 

Voo 

Dates, Facts & Figures 
(Spank) 

Sensitive boys make music for 
sensitive boys, inna Death Cab 
For Cutie/The Dismemberment 
Plan style. Chiming guitars that 
worth through satisfying internal 
equations, trombone and 
cello that signify moments of 
special pathos: sappy shit, but 
sometimes, even when head 
says no, heart says yes. (JJ) 

Young Widows 

Settle Down City 
(Jade Tree) 

A re-christened Breather Resist 
minus one, Louisville's Young 
Widows set out to burn old 
ears and new. Discordant 
grooves abound, it chugs 
menacingly away with near 
relentless brutality. Not staking 
wild new territory, but defending 
it with fierce conviction. (DS) 

Brief notes by: 
Hayley Avron, Abi Bliss, 
Melissa Bradshaw, 
Ralph Cowling, Jon 
Dale, Kieron Gillen, 
Ben Hoyle, Jason Jayne, 
Andres Lokko, Alex 
Macpherson, James 
Papademetrie, Ned 
Raggett, Ringo P Stacey, 
Dr Swan, Robin Wilks 



Welcome 



Sirs (Fatcat) 

Don't be fooled by the stop-start garage 
crank-up that kicks things off here - it's 
a deceptively lo-fi intro to this inflammatory 
wee bolt outta nowhere (oh OK, Seattle). 
The debut album from Welcome, Sirs is 
a jerky punk-rock/psych hybrid with a 
venomous shot of electronic screech in 
the flanks, let loose to gallop wildly through 
a bizarro suburb of twisting, lysergic 
malevolence and dub-echo. It's rich and 
austere, poptastic and abrasive all at the 
same time, billion-tonne fuzz, banshee wail 
and mangled-amp carnage wrapped up 
in dense, omni-dimensional twists. 
ThinkThe Creation welded to 
The Breeders, the Buttholes welded to 
Beefheart, the shade of Syd channelled 
through a grinning gang of atonal pop 
sociopaths. But know this: it's seldom that 
such sleeve-worn references get applied 
to anything so alien and with anything like 
the wit and belligerence displayed on this 
excellent debut. 
James Papademetrie 



Look Busy (Dance To The Radio) 

For the most part Yes Boss seem pretty much 
on point. Good people. From their MySpace 
shout outs to Wiley, Ludacris, Daniel 
Johnston, Otis Redding and The Fall through 
a respectable checklist of musical homage 
on their debut Look Busy underlining how 
blatantly they mean it. From the DaVinche- 
esque orchestral stabs of Meet The Boss 
through the Dizzified minimalisms of 
'Hospital Time' and even the retro 4/4 
stylings of 'See It Through', you can't fault 
their taste. 

Or their motivations. It's hard to hate 
on a crew when they savage careerist indie 
losers with the deft wit of 'Indie Kids'. "The 
Indie Scene's pure dodgyness, "quips MC 
Noah, '"Cos everyone looks homogenous ", 
and you have to smile, don't you? But 
eventually the recorded evidence has to 
overwhelm: they've shot for the stars and 
ended up somewhere between Bentley 
Rhythm Ace and Carter USM, the aural 
equivalent of Chirwell Service Station. 
Without either the character of hip hop 
cousins Kid Acne and Cappo or the energy 
of comedy provincials GLC, their lack of 
substance is fun first time out but mighty 
irritating by the third listen. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Zombie Nation 



Black Toys (UKW) 

It's a bit weird to think of an album from 
Munich's Zombie Nation album (and one 
with a title like that) to be kinda warm and 
friendly, but that's what it is, though there's 
always a sense that somehow dark rubber 
bondage suits are not too far removed. 
Good, since the amount of idiot mock- 
Supertramp that makes up the post-emo 
world needs a little harsh discipline beaten 
into it. If these former UK chart-toppers 
aren't reinventing, well, anything at all 
on Black Toys- and it's still kinda weird 
realizing how techno's drive to the future 
became yet another past - the paces are 
quick, the beats brisk, the bass nicely growly 
and so forth. Even if some of the best bits 
just make me want to listen to Orbital or 
Akufen some more. 
Ned Raggett 
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sins of the flesh 

Words: Nicola Meighan 

Illustration: Anke Weckmann 

Arab Strap 

Ten Years Of Tears (Chemikal Underground) 

We curled around their songs like lovers. We clung 
to the tongues on them, reeled from the reek of 
them, warmed to their furtive confessions and 
come-ons. For 1 years they slavered, staggered, 
slurred - and sometimes even sang - about sex, 
blood, lust, booze; funerals, stained sheets, girls 
in swimsuits: pissing in time to your girlfriend's 
tears. They were up there with deep-fried pizza, 
Lagavulin, Irn Bru. That good. They tranquilised 
us, startled us. Gratified us. 

And now they are leaving us. 

We marvelled the very first time we saw Arab 
Strap: ages from home, pissed aliens in the Smoke, 
we careened into a Highbury dive and just saw 
These Two Guys - one a Mad Dog-swilling latter- 
day Rabbie Burns (Aidan Moffat); one a sublime, 
melodic ginger genius (Malcolm Middleton) - 
and they played like fuck and a beautiful mess 
and their shambling, silvery poetry floored us. 
And they hailed, we found out, from the shit 
town next to our shit town, and so we loved 
them even more. 

They excreted two particularly staggering 
arias that night in '97, both of which star in this 
swansong compendium. One was The Clearing' 
- a dulcet gnash of crushed distortion whose 
strains delineated alien abduction, or high school 
shagging, or possibly both. The other was their 
tragi-disco magnum opus, The First Big Weekend', 



Arab Strap's love-soiled leitmotifs trammelled 
sexual duplicity, drunken fumbling, ladybirds, 
barmaids and wanking like no other 



a suburban chronicle whose narrative voice echoed 
Irvine Welsh, Burns and The Pet Shop Boys as 
amplified via the medium of Buckfast. It conveyed 
and delineated The Strap's aberrant, exceptional 
blueprint -a dictum whose touchstones were 
drone-poetry, tender eulogy, lambent guitar 
and chip-shop beats - and it remains one of the 
most critical missives (and defining climaxes) 
in Scottish music. 

Ten Years. . . spans 1 8 ace self-deprecating 
canticles in a must-have miscellany that charts 
the dyad's ambit over six studio albums, three 
live releases and countless infamous (and chiefly 
inebriated) appearances. From a 1 995 demo of 
the exquisite 'Islands', to a reworking of what 
might be deemed their break-up song, (2005's 
'If There's No Hope For Us'), the album is a cardinal 
archive of Peel Sessions ('I Saw You'), remixes 
(not least Bis' reconstruction of Turbulence'), 
acoustic renderings (the hair-raising 'Packs 
Of Three'), orchestral embellishments and 
general gems. 

Arab Strap's love-soiled leitmotifs trammelled 
sexual duplicity, drunken fumbling, ladybirds, 
barmaids and wanking like no other. They 
rendered us homesick and then they consoled 
us. They soundtracked our piss-ups and eased 
our hangovers. 

They've called it a day. It's officially over. 



Nicola Meighan talks to Aidan Moffat and 
Malcolm Middleton 

What five words best describe your time with 
Arab Strap? 

Malcom Middleton: "Happy. Indulgent. Lucky. 

Educational. Travelodge." 

Aidan Moffat: "Much better than real work." 

What entities had greatest impact on your 

decade together? 

MM: "Apples, John's Indie Disco, Merrydown, 

Chemikal Underground, Mogwai, Tom Waits, 

Stuart the Postman's four-track, Will Oldham, Iron 

Maiden, Homer Simpson, Geoff Allan, The 

Columbia Hotel." 

AM: "The girls who inspired the songs. Without 

failed and complex relationships, my pen would 

have been dry indeed. Chemikal Underground." 

What next? 

MM: "Another solo album, out early 2007. Maybe 

I'll sign on again if it all goes wrong. Get a job 

in Matalan until Arab Strap reform in 201 for 

a one-off Glasgow Scene C98 Festival. I'd like to 

collaborate with Christina Aguilera." 

AM: "The third L Pierre album's out in February, 

and I've a spoken word album out in August. 

I've a new band -Aidan Moffat And The Best-Ofs. 

We've a couple of collaborations out next year: one 

with Ian Rankin, one with David Shrigley. I think 

I just gave you an exclusive there! " 



Gulag Orkestar/Lon Gisland EP 
(4AD/BaDaBing!) 

A review of Gulag OrkestarUas already 
graced the pages of Plan B, but that's hardly 
a reason to hold back. The jingle-thump of 
Zach Condon's debut, the drunken trumpet, 
his caramelised voice - these things have 



all been snapped up and reissued by 
4AD, available here with a four-song 
EP named after the Balkan borough of 
Lon Gisland [sic]. 

The new songs possess all the charm of 
the old: 'Elephant Gun' is part Jens Lekman, 
part goulash; 'Carousels' sways with a Coney 
Island contentedness and when the fiddle 



joins the horns it's like the carnies have all 
fallen in love. There is nothing mindblowing 
about an indie pop informed by Eastern 
European folksong. But few things are as 
gladdening as a man who can write a pop 
song, his knuckles skinned from all those 
yearning ukelele reels. 
Sean Michaels 



Julian Cope 



Jehovahkill: Deluxe Edition 
(Universal) 

Julian H Cope is a beautiful cosmic beanpole 
of a man, whose place among the pantheon 
of truly righteous motherfuckers would be 
secure even if he had only ever written 
Krautrocksampleror Tales From The Drug 
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Attic. As a musician, however, he's a prick 
tease. I don't mind having my prick teased 
a bit, though, because when the muse takes 
him Cope is capable of writing gorgeous 
campfire psyche-pop closer to the idyllic 
reverie of Kevin Ayers than the Dionysian 
lurch of his beloved Stooges. 1 992's 
Jehovakillls one of his better albums, 
a soulful but subliminally stern collection 
of roadside laments which falters only when 
the Arch Drude attempts to 'rock out'. 
Copey's a charming singer - his falsetto 
on 'Poet Is Priest' is sheer loveliness - but 
a charmless shouter, as 'Upwards At 45 
Degrees' illustrates. The bonus disc features 
a couple of successful Krautrock simulations 
including the furious motorik 'Gogmagog', 
alongside some inessential but nevertheless 
interesting bits of ephemera. 
Joe Stannard 



PJ Harvey 



The Peel Sessions 1991-2004 
(Island) 

I can't recall how I first came to listen to 
Harvey, as crucial as she soon became to 
my stereo. I probably picked up the CD case 
because I liked the look of attitude on the 
woman's strong-featured face. Or maybe 
I heard her on Peel. It's possible -these 
sessions span her career from the raw and 
brazen £/yera, through dirty guitar and 
furious sexuality, to the softer, almost- 
captured content of 2000's 'Beautiful 
Feeling'. The mystery of this track is never 
more clear than here, sung in a voice that, 
for once, appears together and stable. 'You 
Come Through' provides a suitable end, 
played in grave tumult; a tribute to Peel. 
Hannah Gregory 



JLETS 

UANCE 



Leadbelly 



The Mount Everest Of Blues Singers 
(Rev-Ola) 

A century before yr current litter of snivelling, 
crack-bewildered, moon-crooning bards 
were spewed into this hangdog planet, 
a Louisiana troubadour called Huddie 
'Leadbelly' Ledbetter was born. His 
subsequent impact on music -work songs, 
lady blues, southern folk, gaol ballads, 
nursery rhymes, tap-dancing, slide-guitar 
- rendered him a critical influence on Blind 
Lemon Jefferson and Woody Guthrie . 
His rock'n'roll deportment, meanwhile, 
espoused womanising, murder and myriad 
prison terms. He was the father of protest 
folk; the original bluesman; a lover; a fighter; 
and we'll never see his like again. 
Nicola Meighan 



My Two Toms 



Field Recordings/Two 
(Mole In The Ground) 

These two albums from Bristol's 
instrumental duo (banjo, ukulele, guitar, 
xylophone) My Two Toms were originally 
released on CD-R in 2001 and 2003, and 
you just know that if they sported beards, 
claimed to be Serbian John Fahey fans and 
came from an obscure American town the 
Pitchfork dudes and some of my Plan B 
colleagues would be raving over them. As it 
is, their folksy, ramshackle music is too darn 
playful - more Diskettes than Richard 
Thompson, more Herman Dune than Bonnie 
'Prince' Billy — to command such attention. 
A real shame: this is friendly, charming, lo-fi, 
but highly intricate, fun. 
Everett True 
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dustbins of history 

Words: Neil Kulkarni 
Illustration: Simon Peplow 

Hey, I've been listening to classic 
vintage recordings for this month's 
albums column and guess what! 
Old music's shit most of the time. 
I mean, really quite piss-poor. 

Bleeding Obvious Revelation 
Number One -Tim Buckley's an 
overrated pile of hairy-chested 
alpha-twat bollocks - a point only 
forced home by the dreadful Best 
Of (Rhino). Compiler needs a 
slap'n'all - 'Song To The Siren' 
towers over everything else here 
and is the only track off of Starsailor 
included. Save your sponds and get 
that instead. 

Bleeding Obvious Revelation 
Number Two: mostanarcho-punk 
of the late Seventies/early Eighties 
was a load of Dave Spart arse 
- witness the unfitness of most 
ofAnticapitalism: Anarcho Punk 
Volume 4 (Overground) (bar one- 
and-a-half minutes of Rudimentary 
Peni), notice how much better 
Poison Girls got when they turned 
into a pop-funk band (Ursula the Sea 
Witch, aka Vi Subversa, had one of 
the finest spite-voices in pop) on the 
four-CD Statement retrospective 
(Cooking Vinyl). 

Bleeding Obvious Revelation 
Number Three: it seems like a 
miracle, given Radio 1 (and 2 and 
especially 6)' s current slide into 
fanboy tedium and unfunny 
heartless cynicism, that John Peel 
actually existed and was allowed 
on air. (A wide-open, normal 
person who's not a radio 



'personality'? Will that ever happen 
again?) But his own Dandelion 
label didn't half put out some 
frighteningly shit records, as collated 
on the Complete Singles Collection 
69-72 (Cherry Red). Worth getting 
a three-CD box set just for the jewels 
from Medicine Head, Gene Vincent, 
TheYamasukis, Kevin Coyne and 
Supersister? That's between you and 
your wallet. 

If you must hear hippie rock this 
month, far better to save yr ackers 
for the Cherrystones Word comp 
(Poptones) or Warpig's self-titled 
debut (Relapse) that comes on like 
Brainticket and Pentagram slugging 
it out over who gets to suck Richie 
Blackmore's cock the longest 
(Warpig win). 

Bleeding Obvious Revelation 
Number Four: Seventies soul/disco, 
while in the main, to these ears, 
the most beautiful perfect pop music 
ever made, could do dross just like 
anything else - if you're really sad 
enough to think Peggy Scott's 
middling She's Got It All (Shout) 
is better than yer average charity- 
shop Nolan Sisters comp just 
because they've picked all the 
right fonts for the sleeve then you 
and it deserve each other. 

Bleeding Obvious Revelation 
Number Five: yup, Steve Harley 
really didn't have anything in his 
trunk any better than 'Make Me 
Smile', as shown on The Cockney 
Rebel collection (EMI). Why can't 
one-hit wonders just be happy with 
their luck and then fuck off into 
obscurity where they belong? Like 
Charles And Eddie, see? Dignity, 
always dignity. 



Finally, a couple of revelations 
a million miles from the bleeding 
obvious. The Inner Space's 
'Kamera Song' (as featured 
on Theln-KrautVol2, Marina 
Records' revoltingly-named comp 
of Hip Shaking Grooves Made 
In Germany 1967-74 is a totally 
stunning mix of third-album Velvets 
jangle, Nico-esque chanteusery, 
and sudden eruptions of noise that 
recall United States Of America's 
'Coming Down'. 

It's the work of Irmin Schmidt 
and the supra-cool Rosemarie 
Heinikel, pal of Amon Duul and 
Werner Herzog - and it's the 



The past ain't a 
foreign country. 
It's Kidderminster 
on a Tuesday 



sweetest, most searing slice of 
femme-pop since Velocette's 'Get 
Yourself Together' or Feminine 
Complex's 'Hide And Seek'. 

Similarly stranded in In Kraut's 
stew of big-band funk and 
zany pop cheese is Hildegard 
Knef's mindblowing 'Holiday 
Time', which is like Grace 
Jones soundtracking Godard's 
Weekend. Hear it. Hear Inner 
Space. And then get back to your 
death metal and hip hop and 
remember that more often 
than not, the past ain't a foreign 
country. It's Kidderminster on 
a Tuesday. 

Be careful out there. 
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the judgement 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Adrian Fleet 
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Josef K 

Entomology (Domino) 

Josef K formed in 1978 as TV Art 

- guitarists Paul Haig and Malcolm 
Ross and drummer Ron Torrance, 
in love with New York art punk, 
especially Television and The Velvet 
Underground -joining a thriving 
Edinburgh scene that included Fire 
Engines, the greatly undervalued 
Scars and The Associates. Boys in 
love with an idea of New Pop and 
New Punk that had roots in the UK 
music press of the day. 

The name change to Josef K came 
in the summer of '79, influenced by 
existential author Franz Kafka and 
the literary bent of Subway Sect. The 
band (augmented by a bassist) chose 
to dress in monochrome Oxfam suits 
and position themselves as a futurist 
gang, anti-squalor and sexism, pro- 
Modernism. The music they played - 
abrasive, space-shuttle bright, brittle 
guitars with slightly Gothic leanings 

- reflected their loves: it was dance 
music, but dance music for social 
recluses, for boys as interested in 
image and idealism as breaking into 
a sweat. Dance music to challenge, 
dance music to invigorate. It was 

a white-boy funk that jittered round 
the edges of everything that was 
so blissfully wrong about James 
Chance's contorted New York beat. 






Dance music for social recluses, for 
boys as interested in image and 
idealism as breaking into a sweat 



After their deadpan cool 'Chance 
Meeting' debut single, Josef K joined 
forces with Alan Home's visionary, 
idiosyncratic Postcard Records - and 
with label-mates Orange Juice and 
Aztec Camera. A single followed, the 
excellent 'Radio Drill Time' - a two- 
minute implosion of skittering beats 
and supercharged trebly guitar. The 
Postcard bands seemed artier and 
camper than their peers down in 
Manchester on Factory Records - 
and Home lifted a slogan from 
Motown to describe his roster, the 
Sound of Young Scotland. It was a 
suitably arrogant, passionate phrase. 

Brevity was favoured in live 
performance, history was allowed 
to be seen to influence the music 
(remember: this, at a time when 
1 976 was considered Year Zero); 
and a belief that all art should be 
finite was installed in Josef K's 
scouring, dark vision - the band 
existed only for a handful of singles, 
one aborted album {Sorry For 
Laughing, also the title of the band's 
finest song) and one 'real' album 
(1 981 's The Only Fun In Town). 



The difference between the 
two albums is one of perception: 
Sorry For Laughing was junked in 
November '80, Home claiming it was 
too polished - but ardent fan NME's 
Paul Morley claimed the band had 
cheapened themselves with the re- 
recording by making their glistening 
New Pop "too scruffy. . .Fun is 
subdued not sublime: an errant 
substitute for what could have 
been ..." (We had high standards for 
our Pop back then ! It's a great record 
- claustrophobic and moody and 
beset by visions of an encroaching 
outside world, guitars vicious and 
relentless, Haig's voice in control, 
never a scream, always invigorating.) 

It's important to figure out 
your style: pop never exists in 
a vaccuum and image is vital to an 
understanding of tribal paths. These 
are lessons that Franz Ferdinand, for 
one, learnt greatly to their own 
advantage 20 years on - lifting 
sizeable portions of Josef K's sound 
and image for their own, if not their 
belief in the transitory nature of art. 

Josef K parted company in 1 981 . 



The Rockets 



The Rockets (Rev-Ola) 

Best known as the group cannibalised for 
Neil Young to form his backing group Crazy 
Horse-he lifted Danny Whitten, Billy Talbot 
and Ralph Molina for Everybody Knows 
This Is Nowhere, and Talbot and Molina 
are still members -The Rockets' sole album 



from 1 968 is a revelation. Their playing 
is loose and vibrant, drawing on R&B 
to flesh out their open-ended rock songs, 
which are subsequently scoured and 
scarred by Bobby Notkoff's exhilarating 
violin improvisations (Dirty Three's Warren 
Ellis has nothing on this man). Barry 
Goldberg's production thankfully doesn't 



knock the rough edges from the group's 
performances, which further emphasise 
the slack-limbed, drunken vibe of 
The Rockets. 

It feels like a natural precursor to the Bic 
Pink recordings of The Band and Big Star's 
'OohMaSoul'. 
Jon Dale 



Solar Anus 



Skull Alcoholic: The Complete Solar 
Anus (Tumult) 

The Japanese take on doom metal has 
thrown up a few truly outlandish examples 
of downtuned unpleasantness. The legacy 
of Solar Anus - named after a Skullf lower 
song named after a Georges Bataille essay 
- is small and revoltingly formed, but worthy 
of mention alongside the work of the better 
known Boris and Corrupted. 

The Anus (1 997-2000) would merely 
have been a good stoner/doom band if not 
for their fondness for Krautrock repetition, 
traditional Japanese percussion and female 
backing screams. Oh, and the deep, 
psychedelic sickness that seeps from their 
very souls, soaking their music in lurid, 
nauseous shades of orange and green. 

Skull AlcoholideaXures the three Solar 
Anus albums On, Trance and Next World 
News\n their entirety, and surprise ! It's 
atotalmindfuck. 
Joe Stannard 



Third Eye Foundation 



Collected Works (Domino) 

This collection of three albums (plus extras) 
shows the evolution of Matt Elliot's Third 
Eye Foundation, as unsettling early feedback 
sculptures and harsh beats morph into 
a more accomplished sound. 

The eerie drone of Ghost, all disturbing 
vocal samples and clattery loops, still 
sounds edgy, a dream of post-rock and 
drum'n'bass half-recalled after waking 
from an afternoon sleep. 

The time-stretched, abstracted 
You Guys Kill Me summons up a stifling 
ambience that's more oppressive than 
danceable, beats smeared and twitching 
as if possessed by poltergeists in 
the machine. 

And the set completes with Little 
Lost Soul- ambitious and upbeat with 
an operatic, Lovecraftian feel, swirling 
samples scrawled and draped across 
confident breakbeat tricknology. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Various Artists 



New York Noise 3 (Soul Jazz) 

Really you'd expect this to be bottom of 
the barrel stuff. Not only has New York's 
no wave noise scene been dug up more 
times than a grave in a Romero film 
over the past few years, but we've had 
compilations spanning everything 
from Teutonic post punk to Brazilian 
new wave. 

That the third instalment of the 
New York Noise series still manages 
to surprise and delight at almost every 
turn is either a testament to our 
ignorance or to the poverty of so much 
contemporary music. 

Sure, the recent Ut reissues on Blast 
First pretty much covered their contribution, 
and we hardly needed this CD to realise 
how great Martin Rev was, but how come 
we'd never even heard of Judy Nylon's 
slow, hip-swinging cover of 'Jailhouse 
Rock' or of the wonderful Boris Policeband, 
or Implog? 

You know what, forget chronology: 
who cares if The Rapture copied it or 
Ike Yard gave birth to it - if you can't 
throw a damn good house party to it, you 
should get yourself some new friends. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 
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Beirut Gulag Orkestar 



FEEDBACK BOOKING & UNDERGROOVE PRESENTS 

MINUS 

the BEAR 
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26th Cambridge Soul Tree 

WWW HMjIlTM-.LQ ufc 

27lhExoterCfl^jrnCkb 
www eotftwvdtf b,c&.tft 
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DECEMBER 
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5th Manchester Solon 1 * Hollow 
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Minus The B*ar ■ ntanai El Oso 
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enjoy the silence 



Words: R Wiliam Barry 
Photography: Eva Edsjo 



Pop provocateur Bill Drummond responds to musical overload with a fantasy choir and a 
manifesto for tired ears: No Music Day 



Bill Drummond, formerly one half of arch-pop 
provocateurs The KLF, has been having fantasies 
again. Throughout his teenage years, he would 
dream up fantasy bands. He didn't need to write 
the music but he knew what it would sound like; 
he knew what they would say in interviews; he 
knew the stage act and where they would perform 
it. Years later, as a record producer in the Eighties, 
he would rip off his own fantasies to inform the real 
bands he was working with. 

Over the last few years Bill's fantasies have taken 
a darker turn - but also, perhaps, a more profound 
one. Inspired by Oxford University's early music 
Choir Of The Sixteen ("If I'm being flippant I'll say 
that I want to go one better") and a childhood 
spent singing in Presbyterian church choirs, Bill 
Drummond has started dreaming of a fantasy choir, 



"I always knew this fantasy choir was going to 
be called The1 7. 1 remember hearing that Beatles 
song with the line, "She was just 17 '/You know 
what I mean "on the radio when I was about 1 1, 
and I rememberthinking, 1 don't know what you 
mean' -well, years later, obviously I knew what it 
meant! From that point something clicked in my 
head whenever I'd hear '17' in the lyric of a song. 
And the age of 1 7 is quite a strange age, this 
dark era - well, it was for me - when you're 
into dark music, whether that's Shostakovich 
or Nirvana. 

"I remember, five years ago, being on Oxford 
Street, and I thought I'd pop into HMV. I remember 
just walking through the door and I felt such 
a dread. There's aisle upon aisle of CDs, in every 
genre possible, and I just thought, I know whatever 



'See if you can go a day without 
hearing anything musically, and 
actually think for yourself what it is 
you want from music' 



led by text-based scores, called The1 7. And that's 
just the beginning. A literal beginning in fact: 
a Year Zero, a return to first principles. Rip it up 
and start again. 

Imagine if all music had disappeared. . . 

Bill Drummond: "Wouldn't it be great if we knew 
music had existed, but the CDs were blank. You'd 
go to the piano and you can't do anything, drum 
kits don't work, it's all gone. We've still got the 
emotional need to make music but it cannot be 
done on any instrument. 

"So that's kind of where thinking about the 
voice came from. I wrote this score and, the way 
it's written, any 1 7 people could get together and 
do it. But as soon as I did it as a performance in 
front of an audience I realised that isn't the way it 
works. Having an audience, it suddenly becomes 
show business. What had worked really well was 
just the group of 1 7 people doing it together. So 
it's evolved from that, this thing in my head: not 
just wanting it to be any 1 7 people that would do 
it, but- this is the ideal -it should be done with 
non-musical people." 

SowhyThe17? 
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I get here, it's not going to open another door 
in my head. That night, I got home, I did some email, 
and - it was about the time Napster was at its full 
fame - 1 remember feeling incredibly depressed. 
It was as if every piece of recorded music from 
the whole history of recorded music was behind 
that computer screen laughing at me. It was saying, 
'Go on, download us!' I could have it all now, just 
download it and listen to it, and this, for some 
reason, really depressed me. 

"So I tried an idea the next day, whereby 
I'd only listen to new music - music made by 
people this year and who had never made music 
before. That's what I did for nearly a year, and 
I did it religiously. 

" Every weekend I'd look at the music pages 
of the Sunday paper and pick something new 
-whatever genre - it didn't matter, it just had 
to be new. And my thinking was: if you can't say 
it in the first album then you can't say it. 

"And most of the time I'd just say to myself, 
This is shit, this was done before, 1 0, 1 5, 
20 or even 40 years ago.' The music wasn't 
opening any new doors in my head. It just 
wasn't new enough." 



So tell me about No Music Day - it's 
presented on the website as a score like those 
forThe17... 

" I wanted to see if I could go a week without 
hearing music. At all. And I never even attempted 
it, because the idea was that if you start on Monday, 
and then late Tuesday you hear a piece of music, 
even unintentionally, you had to start the seven 
days all over again. I realised it was just impossible. 
I mean, I live with a family. This cannot be done 
unless I go away and block myself off in the 
mountains. Then I brought it down to one day 
and I thought, OK, there'll be one day and it's 
No Music Day." 

One of the things I found interesting 
about the website were the little personal 
testimonies by people saying that once 
they'd stopped listening to records and 
CDs, they started to find all sorts of other 
things musical and started to wonder to 
themselves, 'Am I breaking the rules by 
paying attention to the music in the sound 
of the rain?' 

Was that ever part of the idea from the 
beginning, to raise this question of the nature 
of music and how to define it, where its 
borders are? 

" No. I'm not saying, listen to the sound of the 
rain. That's not the score. Mine is: give yourself 
a day off. See if you can go a day without actually 
hearing anything musically and actually think for 
yourself what it is you want from music, instead 
of just accepting it." 

Something that struck me about The1 7 
is that each piece is in a sense both a score 
and a manifesto. The Manual that you wrote 
many years ago [with Jimmy Cauty], How 
To Have a Number One The Easy Way, is also 
both a score and a manifesto. They're both: 
anyone can do it, go out and get a bunch 
of people together... 

"Basically, I've had one idea, and I'm aware 
of that now. Christ, I'm 30 years older and I'm still 
doing the same thing. But the main thing for me, 
the main message that I've wanted to put out, is: 
don't wait to be asked. If you want to do something, 
go and do it. Whatever it is. " 

On No Music Day this year (2 1 November), 
Resonance FM will play no music all day. 
www. nomusicday com 
www.the17.org 
www. resonancefm. com 
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You'll laugh, you'll cry, you'll jab your eyes with 
fingers still trembling from the trauma of being 
made a child again. Like the first time you saw 
Thief Of Baghdad or Wizard OfOz or Bride Of 
Frankenstein. You'll jab your eyes just to check 
you've just seen what you think you've seen. You 
think you've seen Sir Henry At Rawiinson End, the 
movie adaptation of chief Bonzo Dog Viv Stanshall's 
masterpiece solo 1 978 album about a fading, 
inebriate English lord, his home, his family and his 
brother's ghost. Pretty soon you'll think about the 
film and put it in its place. A weird little corner of 
cross-reference but a place nonetheless. Parts 
remind you of Ealing. The acid-drop motjustes of 
dialogue, the sepia tint, the cruelty that makes its 
landscapes so alive, the olde English rural idylls and 
bucolic backwaters that seem to fester with ancient 
restlessness and rancour- pure Kind Hearts And 
Coronets. Parts look like a Chris Marker movie. 
Some Buhuel, mebbe. A healthy dose of Vigo 
anarchy. A touch of Python at their blackest. 
Strange echoes of Sir Arthur Streeb-Greebling. 
But you're still nowhere near and you know it. 
So you watch it again. 

And this is what's crucial - Sir Henry At 
Rawiinson End, originally released in 1980, and now 
proudly with us again after an almost subterranean 
existence for the last 25 years (video copies have 
been selling for around £35 on eBay), isn't a film 
to talk about, quote (although so rich in killer one- 
liners is it that this whole review could've simply 
been assembled from yourfaves), 'recommend' 
as such. To recommend it is to condemn it to a shelf 
life, a dusty inert existence as a cult classic -whereas 
Sir Henry is a film to be experienced as closely and 
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As maddeningly 
skewed and disturbing 
as British life itself 



seriously and often as possible, a work of art that 
should sink under the skin and into the bones 
and do its good work like vitamins and (Captain 
Beef heart's) Trout Mask Replica. It's a film that only 
makes sense as it is happening - as maddeningly 
skewed and disturbing and dementedly able to 
derail itself, back through time and inward through 
the mind - as British life itself. 



Directed by Steve Roberts (who later went on to 
make the Max Headroom TV series), Sir Henry is an 
attempt to shore up the long-running 'Rawiinson' 
motif that recurs throughout Stanshall's work. 
Stanshall, who first floated the Rawiinson concept 
on the very first Bonzo Dog track ever (on 1 967's 
'Intro/Outro' he introduces "the Rawlinsonson 
trombone"), fully explored his imaginary Rawiinson 
family-cavalcade of upper-class grotesques through 
a series of stunning Peel Sessions in the early 
Seventies, collating and refining the material 
into the Sir Henry album in 1978, and further 
chopping and elaborating his ideas into the final 
script of the film. 

The film inevitably leaves plenty out of the 
Rawiinson saga that you can find on the sessions 
or LP (or indeed the book that succeeded the movie) 
- as such, Stanshall hated it. In comparison to the 
Rawiinson LP, it's a more obviously eccentric, less 
measured take on English insanity and the insanity 
of being English. But there are heroics in the movie 
that can't be denied - in the clarity, the cheapness, 
the unearthly look of the piece and in two words. 
Trevor Howard. The best movie drunk ever, not 
just because he clearly is drunk, but because no 
one before or since has captured the insufferable 
conviction, high sanctimony and black doom of 
your day-to-day piss-artist quite so appallingly 
and invisibly. 

It's no accident that while Stanshall was 
writing much of 'Rawiinson' he himself was 
drunk, depressed and living in a perpetually 
waterlogged houseboat pitched between 
Shepperton and Chertsey on the Thames. And 
of course the true hero is Viv's words, or rather our 
words, for queerly Sir Henry makes you proud to 
be British, and to speak this wonderful language, 
in a way entirely free of sentimentality or hokum 
or patriotism. The national curriculum is bereft 
without it. 

Sir Henry emerges not as the diseased ramblings 
of a posh nutter, or zany, or absurd, or remotely 
'surreal' at all. Sir Henry At Rawiinson End insists, 
quite clearly and correctly, that British life is 
madness, is to be driven out of your wits by the 
weight of history and the ghostly powers of what 
words we use and where and why we use them. Sir 
Henry knows that nothing is more platitudinous in 
suggestion and wonder than pub chat digressions, 
house parties, arguments with your nearest and 
dearest and the local foes who swim across your 
transom every goddamn day of your life. 

And like that life, Sir Henry should betaken 
on and in and lived with as best you can. I can't 
recommend it highly enough so I won't even start. 
It's out there if you want it. And in here (tap skull 
and chest) whether you want it or not, Englander 
pig dog. Atalking picture. 

And what could be more wonderful than that? 

Sir Henry At Rawiinson End is out now on Digital 
Classics 
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mirror man 

Words: Stewart Gardiner 



Uncompromising Austrian director Michael Haneke shines an unflinching 
light on the viewer's dreams and desires 



The cinema of Michael Haneke is no free and easy 
ride. As a member of his audience you are expected 
to work for the pleasure, although the experience 
may be less than strictly pleasurable. Haneke's 
films are intricately constructed mirrors reflecting 
in on individuals and the society around them. The 
spectacle of Hollywood is replaced by the spectacle 
of humanity going through the motions. Inaction 
is a motif throughout: the inability to act, the 
unwillingness to see truths. Cause and effect 
are stripped of significance - meaning adopts 
an unstable stance - yet we are forced with the 
inescapable urge to forge connections. That we 
cannot satisfactorily answer the questions we 
ourselves ask is a fault of our own making, not 
the director's. 

The Fifties and Sixties saw some of the most 
perceptive cinema look in upon itself- revealing 
the viewer as sophisticated voyeur - from Sunset 
Boulevard 'to Vertigo, from the hyper-realities of 
Douglas Sirk to the executions-in-form of Jean-Luc 
Godard. What can be regarded as having a post- 
modern touch may still fascinate today, but is 
limited in its usefulness to probe into the present. 
Austrian writer/director Michael Haneke's work 
could be seen as a return to a more modernist 
aesthetic in cinema, if that had ever really existed 
(the movies were in their infancy around the time 
of Joyce). Eschewing playful prodding for more 
serious dissection, Haneke lays bare the intricate 
structures behind and around cinema. Of course 
we are voyeurs, but to what degree does what we 
watch pander to our needs and expectations? It 
is not so easy to assign blame, and it may be that 
guilt is a luxury we welcome with open arms. 

None of which is to say that his work is 
humourless, dry, academic - quite the contrary in 
fact. Isabelle Huppert's frenzied attempt at seducing 
her mother in The Piano Teacher is one of many 
examples from that movie, whereas the sly asides 
to the audience by one of the psychopaths in 
Funny Games are very amusing until you realise 
how complicityou are in the killing. There is an 
intellectual rigour without which Haneke'sfilms 



would cease to function, but his command of form 
manages to breathe life into his subjects. These are 
at once lives lived on screen, but also subtly ours. He 
never lets us forget we are watching a construct, but 
it's not about projecting dreams onto the screen, it's 
having them fed back to us intravenously. 

"I always try to find a look which is open, legible 
and transparent for the audience, " Haneke says 
during an interview on the Hidden (Cache) DVD. 
This is none more apparent than in Hidden itself, 
which sees the director shoot on hi-def inition for the 
first time. It's a method of production that becomes 
the subject, as Georges and Anne Laurent (realised 
superbly by Daniel Auteuil and Juliette Binoche) 
are terrorised by videotapes, the first showing the 
outside of their home. 

Haneke's career can be split into two distinct 
periods: his Austrian films and those in French. 
The 7th Continent, Benny's Video and 71 Fragments 
Of A Chronology Of Chance culminate in the 
terrifyingly sharp Funny Games. Far from navigating 
their way towards an aesthetic dead end, it seems 
that Haneke wished to advance his case. Widening 
the appeal of his work (for instance, casting French 
star Binoche in Code Unknown) only increased its 
impact. Code Unknown is a fractured, endlessly 
perceptive piece of filmmaking that asks of the 
audience, but never feels like it is a mere series of 
questions. It's not to suggest that the latter only 
scratches the surface of things, but Hidden picks 
up a number of its themes and examines them 
with greater rigour. The end result is a whole 
made up of equal parts silence, space and guilt. 
Hidden is Michael Haneke's most incisive film to 
date, a cinematic masterpiece that pries into our 
lives as both viewers and members of a society, 
subtly redefining the transaction between us 
and the screen. 

The Michael Haneke Collection DVD (Hidden, Time 
Of The Wolf, The Piano Teacher, Code Unknown,) is 
out now on Artificial Eye. Tartan Video release The 
Haneke Trilogy in December, featuring thepre- 
Funny Games features 






Red Road 

Dir Andrea Arnold, Verve, 1 1 7 mins 
released 27 Oct 

Dogme does Glasgow in the first of an intriguing 
conceptual trilogy, 'Advance Party'. Using rules and 
character biogs created by two Dogme Danes, three 
new directors must each create a stand-alone Scotland- 
located movie using the same set of characters played 
by the same actors. In a distaff take on Hitchcock's Rear 
Window, Andrea Arnold's giddily suspenseful offering 
spies upon a spy - a security firm operative who watches 
Glasgow-wide CCTV cameras -without revealing much 
about her own story until the closing minutes. After 
spotting an ex-con with whom she shares some past 
connection, she stalks, then seduces, the man on 
his own territory: the swaying tower blocks of the 
eponymous estate. Kate Dickie puts in a mesmerising 
performance of quiet, lonely intensity; keeping the 
attention rapt throughout Red Roads unflinching two 
hours. Not so much a whodunit as a what-was-dun-to- 
her, the film's denouement is nevertheless upstaged by 
its giddily intimate atmosphere and ultimately uplifting 
message of renewal and redemption. 




Big Nothing 

Dir Jean-Baptiste Andrea, Pathe, 86 mins 
released Nov 24 

With the goodwill heaped upon him for Shaun Of The 
Dead(\n which I got to be a zombie), it gives me no 
pleasure to report that this is an ill-advised blip on Simon 
Pegg's movie CV. Joining David Schwimmer and Alice 
Eve as a trio of desperate wage slaves whose one-off 
stab at blackmail spirals into disaster, Mr Pegg dons 
a wavering US accent that mirrors this equally unsure 
attempt at a Coen Brothers-style quirky crime comedy. 
The basic ideas are funny enough perse, one or two 
jokes manage to work, and the direction is occasionally 
stylish, with animated sections and unusual camera 
angles (one shot seemingly from within a sweet 
dispensing machine, another on a child's swing 
snatching tantalising vistas of the Oregon setting). 
But the finished script has so many plot holes, the 
twists that should impress just irritate. 

Big Nothing fatally presumes a comedy that's fun 
to make must automatically be hilarious to watch. Still, 
it'll keep Pegg fans on a low flame till the Shaun follow- 
up proper, Hot Fuzz. 
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Einstiirzende Neubauten: 
Listen With Pain 

Dir Christian Beetz/Birgit Herdilitchke, 2000, 
Cherry Red, 95 mins 

Neubauten were such fun when they formed. Forget 
the deconstructionist theories and the End Of Music, 
drilling through the floor of the ICA in search of the 
wartime escape tunnels linking Buckingham Palace 
and the Houses of Parliament was a laugh riot! The 
fact this German band - aka collapsing new buildings 
(a phrase devised to describe Berlin's post-war building 
programme) - have been at the forefront of the 
European industrial avant-garde for over two decades is 
some bonus. This fascinating document, filmed by two 
fans to tie in with Neubauten's 20th birthday, delves 
deeply into the band's makeup - plenty of observational 
interviews, live studio footage, interviews with Stevo 
from Some Bizzare and Nick Cave, the works. 





The Cave Of The Yellow Dog 

Dir Byambasuren Davaa, 2005, Tartan Video, 
93 mins 

We're on the Mongolian plains. Nice. With a nomadic 
family. Nice. We take each day as it comes, and change 
our habits accordingly. We pasteurise our own milk. 
Sweet. One day, Nadia (the family's six-year-old 
daughter who rides a horse and collects dung with which 
to cure meat) discovers a black and white dog in a cave. 
Later, Nadia meets an old nomad woman who recounts 
the legend of the cave of the yellow dog. And, er, that's 
it. Stunning in its simplicity, breathtaking in its panoramic 
views, life-affirming in its tradition-steeped parables, this 
is a film the whole family can trance out to. 




The Dalek Boxset 

Dir Gordon Flemyng, 1 965/1 966, Optimum 
Releasing, 82 mins/81 mins 

Think the Sixties Batman film was the height of kitsch? 
You haven't seen Peter Cushing play Dr Who as a genial, 
bumbling grandpa with an annoyingly precocious 
granddaughter, and a walk like a 60-year-old John 
Inman. There are two films in this box set - the woefully 
misplaced humour of DrWhoAndTheDaleks, and 
1966's equally cringe-inducing Daleks- Invasion Earth 
2 150 AD- and it's hard to call which is worse. " I didn't 
know Roy Castle could act, " remarked my wife as we 
settled down to watch the former. Er. He can't. 



eye of the storm 

Words: Nicola Meighan 



Now in its 1 0th year, Resfest celebrates film and video's maverick visionaries 



You're on a plane. You go to the toilet. You think no 
more of it. Think again. It's a little-known fact that 
sometimes -just sometimes -that which you flush 
down an airborne khazi does not simply 'vanish' 
into the ether. Rather, it smashes into the ground or 
anyone standing in its way. Sam Arthur's 'This Is Me' 
- a cautionary tale of a Bluebols-guzzling middle- 
aged couple who sunbathe under Heathrow's flight 
path - ruminates on the potentially terminal 
consequences of what the Civil Aviation Authority 
terms 'blue freeze'. 

There are many such eye-opening exploits in this 
1 0th anniversary celluloid romp from ecumenical 
trailblazers Resfest, whose "global beacon for 
innovative creators" screens groundbreaking films 
in 40 cities and comes to London in November. 
Homegrown, hand-tooled DIY shorts; innovatory 



Hand-tooled DIY 
shorts; innovatory 
animation; intrepid 
documentaries 



animation; intrepid documentaries and seminal 
music videos (Mogwai, Radiohead, Hot Chip and 
The Knife among them) all tussle and thrive amid 
a festival doctrine that strives to reinterpret, and 
revolutionise, the visual language of cinema. 

Resfest's 1 0-year hullabaloo fuses two divergent 
programme strands in a union of technological, and 
inter-continental, amelioration. A Decade Of Resfest 
compiles milestones that have come to circumscribe 
the Resfest lore, while Unsung Heroes: Music Video 
Gems From The Archive celebrates directors who've 
rendered the audio promo an art form unto itself. 

The retrospective element of Resfest '06 is 
counterbalanced by an enviable adventure through 
upfront footage and visionary new movies: hence 
the London premiere of incendiary Wu Tang 
chronicle Rock The Bells, plus the inclusion of several 



unmissable contemporary shorts; such as Plexi's 
'Birds' - whose Vitalic-soundtracked canine 
fetishism recalls the bestial alliance of Goldfrapp 
andCrufts;and 'Food Fight' -whose brilliant 
abridgement of enmity since WWII is barbarically 
transacted through the language of chow. 

" Each year we explore several themes as sub- 
strands of the festival," explains head programmer 
Jeremy Boxer. "This year we've made ethically- 
conscious filmmaking one of the principle strains 
through our Everything Under The Sun bill. We've 
put together a number of films that both illustrate 
and reference topics ranging from stem cell research 
to the environment, " he says of an endeavour 
whose highlights include startling UK animation, 
'Forest Clearing'. 

"Our Fear And Trembling programme," 
continues Boxer, "considers exciting films that 
have pushed traditional stop-motion filmmaking 
to the limit: films that explore the dark side of 
the imagination." It probes unsettling interfaces 
betwixt factory and man (the ironhanded 'Moloch'); 
adolescent and high school (the Sundance-winning 
'BugCrush'); and death and the cowboy (the brutal, 
cartoon-ish Temerario'). 

The mind's dark inventions are elsewhere 
catechised at this year's Resfest; not least within 
Chris Shepherd's 'Silence Is Golden', which sees a 
young boy's daydreams eagerly ensnared by alien 
invasions, nuclear winters, shrunken mothers, gypsy 
curses and an inordinately saucy winking Jesus. 

If the breadth of the programme denotes 
a pioneering, international axiom, so too does 
it evince critical assumptions of community, 
interaction and democracy. "With the tools for 
creators becoming increasingly flexible and 
inexpensive," Boxer acknowledges, "we're seeing 
many more people creating in the moving image 
world. Resfest has always been a place where 
creative communities come together." 

Resfest London runs at NFT, 4- 1 9 November. 
More UK/European dates will be announced mid- 
November. www.resfest.co.uk 
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Mark McGowan 



16.11 .06-1 6.1 2.06, Bournville Centre For Visual 
Arts, Birmingham Institute Of Art And Design 

Most people are only exposed to art when Metro runs one 
of its art-gag items, in which a 'local artist' is eating 300 
cans of baked beans, most often in the name of a good 
cause. Mark McGowan is the king of the Metro art-gag, 
after embarking on such projects as walking backwards 
for 1 1 miles with a 27lb turkey on his head and pushing 
a monkey nut along the road for seven miles with his nose, 
in a protest against student fees. This time around, McGowan 
will be lying down in full uniform, playing dead soldier, for 
a week. Whether this raises awareness of war, or of the sad 
state of tabloid art, will be for you to judge. 




9.11.06-2.12.06, 
Matthew Bown 
Gallery, 1st Floor, 
1 1 Saville Row, 
London W1 5 
Possibly eligible for the 
best salami art since Fischli 
and Weiss' photographs 
of ham and sausage 
exploring fridge space, 
the Blue Noses' 'Kitchen 
Suprematism'isaprime 
example of the group's little art-historical proverbs cast in 
everyday materials. The Blue Noses' past work has included 
a series of brilliant, often unnerving and usually very funny 
short video sketches, which managed to transform the 
crudest Dl Y sets into bold political theatre. These videos, 
like the photos on display here, are an apt conclusion to 
centuries of totalitarianism under which the only weapon 
of resistance was a deadly dark humour. More than ever, 
Russian artists need a touch of this humour; the Blue Noses' 
shenanigans, like Shostakovich playing an idiot clown in 
front of Stalin, are a strong political statement. 




Lapdogs Of The Bourge 
Hegemony In Contemp 



10.11 .06-1 4.01 .07, Gasworks Gallery, 1 55 
Vauxhall Street, London SE1 1 

The weird cosmic event in which the worlds of finance 
and art collide for a black hole minute (also known as the 
Frieze Art Fair) is a good time to contemplate questions 
about the gap between the rich and the poor and its relation 
to art, the theme of this group show. It should be interesting 
to find out how artists like Chris Evans, whose Cop Talk, 
a video documentation of a police recruitment event 
organised by the artist at an art college, was one of the 
only intelligent pieces in this year's 'East International', 
will deal with the subject. Swiss post-pop artist Sylvie 
Fleury and the fantastic, subversive video work of 
Turkish collaboration Erkan Ozgen and Sener Ozmen 
add other perspectives . 



ladies who dream 

Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

Dada baronesses, surrealist artists and 
political activists: meet the forgotten 
women of the avant-garde 

One of the best items finally to be included in 
the Tate Modern's new permanent exhibition is 
a dummy's head decorated with rich silks, feathers 
and tassles. Eileen Agar's 'Angel Of Anarchy', 
from the late Thirties, is a lesser known surrealist 
masterpiece, which, 30 years before American pop 
art and 50 before the new wave fashion it seems 
to anticipate, is truly ahead of its time. Agar later 
remembered that while her male contemporaries, 
the pillars of the Parisian avant-garde community 
of the Twenties and Thirties, were shabby 
bohemians, the women who surrounded them 
were all elegant and fashionable. This might explain 
why such great artists such as Agar, Claude Cahun 
and Marcel Moore, Baroness Elsa von Freytag- 
Loringhoven, MeretOppenheim, Hannah Hoch 
and Leonor Fini have never quite reached the 
canonical status of their male Surrealist and Dadaist 
contemporaries. While the boys were busy trying to 
collapse the thin walls separating the subconscious 
world of dreams and everyday life, the girls actually 
predicted - in their looks as well as their art, in their 
subversive games of identity, sexuality and class 
-the postmodern era in which the avant-garde 
utopianism sleeps quite comfortably with 
commerce, revolution with style and visionary 
ideas with eclecticism. 

Painting her shaved head purple, the Dada 
baroness, as Freytag-Loringhoven came to be 
known in her adopted home of New York, managed 
to shock even the supposedly liberated artistic circles 
she moved in. The avant-garde strove to rid fashion 
of its frivolity and streamline it into something 
Utilitarian and functional: Alexander Rodchenko 
attempted to construct a universal workers' outfit 
that would herald the new classless society, while 
the futurists sought to implement the sleek beauty 
of the machine in clothing design by excising 
collars and other tiresome details. But the baroness 
preferred to wear a taillight on her bustle, arguing 
she had every much as right to do so as the cars that 
were beginning to define the urban street, taking 
the logic of the machine one step further. Her looks 
won her as many admirers (and foes) as her art and 
poetry; but when it comes to her legacy today, her 
participation in Man Ray's photographs is seldom 
elevated beyond modelling. Today her contribution 
would have been considered a collaboration. 

The work of Claude Cahun (a pseudonym 
for Lucy Schwob) and her life-long partner Marcel 
Moore (born Suzanne Malherbe) is probably 
even more obscure than Agar's and Freytag- 
Loringhoven's- despite the fact that, unlike so 
much of the art created during the 'high' Modernist 
moment, it has not been hollowed out by 'retro' 
and 'nostalgia', and despite the fact their life story 
is so intensely romantic that it could have been 
an afternoon film on Channel Five. Cahun (above) 
sampled the most important intellectual scenes of 
the period. Her early work consisted of Symbolist 
prose, and she came to know Alfred Jarry, Andre 
Gide and Guillaume Apollinaire, among others, 
while Moore designed surprisingly contemporary 
attire and wrote about fashion. Moving to Paris 
in 1 922, the two became involved with the avant- 
garde theatre group, Les Amis des Arts Esoteriques. 
In the years to follow, Cahun became increasingly 
involved with the surrealist movement and its 
constant internal schisms. She worked with Andre 
Breton on the cover to the first edition of his novel 
Nadja, wrote numerous pamphlets about politics 




Cahun created weirdly 
arresting images that 
read like a surreal 
daydream 



and experimented with new photomontage 
techniques. Often using herself as a model, she 
created a series of weirdly arresting images that read 
like a more playful, yet quite dark, surreal daydream: 
a neck bisects to bare bald heads; masked faces and 
tough gazes alternate in depictions of coquettes, 
gypsies, goddesses and sexually ambiguous young 
dandies, all embodied in the artist's frail frame. 

Cahun's work has been viewed as an early 
precursor to the postmodern preoccupation 
with gender; particularly that of Cindy Sherman, 
because of her treatment of femininity as a type of 
performance consisting of masking and unmasking, 
of sexual identity as a fluid, shapeless form that 
one wears and discards. But it would be unfair to 
read her complex body of work only through the 
prism of post-feminism: Cahun's books, plays and 
photographic work cannot be separated from her 
political activity. In one of her Parisian pamphlets she 
wrote that, "Indirect action seems the only efficient 
action, from the point of view of propaganda and 
poetry", and it would seem that she deliberately 
blurred the borders between her political activism 
and her artistic vision. 

Like many of the women whom history is 
only now beginning to allow to define dada and 
surrealism retroactively, her gender-bending work 
was just another way of exploring the terrain of 
radical freedom between art, political organisation 
and real life. 

Don't Kiss Me: The Art Of Claude Cahun And 
Marcel Moore, a collection of previously 
unpublished photographs and drawings edited 
by Louise Downie, is out now, published by Tate 
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autumn almanac 

Words: Alistair Fitchett 



History, deformity and insane post- 
feminist psychedelia collide in our 
comic choices for November 



I mentioned Liza Ward's excellent Outside Valentine 
last month. A semi-fictional account of the infamous 
Starkweather murders of 1 958, it sprung into my 
mind again recently upon reading Renee French's 
gorgeous The Ticking (Top Shelf). This book tells 
the tale of Edison Steelhead, a boy who inherits 
his father's deformed face and whose mother dies 
during his birth. Edison's obsession with recording 
his environment through drawing is perhaps an 
obvious metaphor for the idea that beauty can 
be found in the strangest and most 'grotesque' 
of places, but it's powerful nonetheless. It's this 
infatuation with drawing that reminds me of the 
fictionalised Caril Ann Fugate character in Ward's 
novel. I can easily see Fugate similarly scratching out 
studies of strange masks, flies and deformed fingers; 
using drawing as a kind of visual archaeology of the 
world around and inside her, a means of making 
sense of the insanity. I'm aware that I'm being 
disingenuous by scribing a connection between 
The Ticking and a real-life character that helped 
inspire movies like Natural Born Killers and Badlands, 
but that's all part of the fun. In truth, The Ticking 
probably has more in common with Springsteen's 
Nebraska, in that it carries a feeling of calm serenity 
through a story that is peopled with dark and 
damaged characters. This air of poignant loss and 
searching for acceptance is in part down to French's 
tenderly rendered pencil illustrations, perfectly 
paced framing and sparse, handwritten text. 

If The Ticking is a masterpiece of monochrome 
understatement and restraint, then Matilda 
Tristram's 'Monster Madness' strip for the first issue 
of Bad Idea magazine is an explosion of insane post- 
feminist sex-obsessed psychedelia. It's effectively an 
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Studies of strange 
masks, flies and 
deformed fingers 
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One thing that really caught my eye in 1 987 was 
a tiny booklet called The Art Of Letterwriting (Is 
Not Dead) by Angela McKay. It only cost a pound. 
I bought several and sent them to friends and lovers. 
I kept a copy to myself, of course, and it always 
makes me smile. I'd love to say it was available once 
more, but although that's not the case, I was more 
than delighted recently to come across Angela again 
in the guise of her Charismatic Christina and Bird 
Of Paradise booklets which are collected as Book 
Portrait. This costs a fiver and comes in a plastic 
bag with a rather fine pink badge. I'm pleased 
to see that McKay's trademark scratchy and 
deceptively childlike style is still intact and gloriously 
engaging. Contact the_real_mckay@hotmail.com 
for details. 

Going even further back in time now, the 
name of Will Eisner is rightly legendary in the world 
of comics. He's right up there with Jerry Siegel, 
Joe Schuster and Bob Kane, and inspired one of 
the central characters in Michael Chabon's epic 
Kavalier And Clay. I'm sure Chabon's novel helped 
to convince many people that comics can be 
fascinating and otherworldly. I know it led me to 
an infatuation with Eisner's classic Spirit stories of 
the early Forties, which are collected in a beautiful 
hardcover archive series by DC. It's a collection of 
Eisner's work from the Eighties into the Nineties, 
however, that has caught my eye this month. 
Norton's publication of Will Eisner's New York 
collects four distinct graphic novels from that period 
to collectively tell a story of a city which is by turns 
magical, mythical and magnificently maddening. 
So there are tales of people and buildings' lives and 
deaths criss-crossing; sketches of neighbourhood 
street scenes and daily dramas acted out against 
the urban landscape; musings on the life that 
invests the inanimate details of the streets. 

Of all the Golden Age's stars, Will Eisner's 
may not necessarily have burned brightest, but 
it certainly burned with the fiercest longevity. 
No surprise, then, to learn that he was still working 
with the same passion on his death at the age of 
87 as he was at 1 9 when he was selling strips to 
Wow, What A Magazine!. 

In a strange quirk of fate, it was for volume 
three of the Escapist comics (an inspired spin-off 
that gave real form to the imaginary strip at the 
heart of Kavalier And Clay) that Eisner drew his last 
work; a story that brought together The Spirit and 
The Escapist in some strange post-modern melange 
of real and fictional history. Which, of course, is 
where we came in... 




autobiographical strip 
that, ahem, 'climaxes', in 
a depiction of the creation 
of her Pearl Necklace mini 
comic. A key frame has 
an imaginary Matilda 
suggesting that her comics 
must "subvert oppressive 
sexual aggression" and that 
in addition, she must "make 
it silly" . Which pretty much 
sums the whole thing up 
neatly. Matilda's comic is 
mad, multicoloured and very, 
very rude. It fits in admirably 
next to articles about death 
metal in Tel Aviv and the 
Mormon invasion of 
Brighton. I love it. 

I'm going back deep into 
my past now, to 1 987, when 
I was a first-year student 
at the Glasgow School of 
Art. The degree shows were 
always exciting times, both 
scary and inspirational. 
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this isn't hardcore 

Words: Jason Ward 
Illustration: John Gambino 



games 



'Butt seeks' and virtual Jacuzzis: one boy's 
misadventures in the Red Light Center 




Friday night. I'm at a nightclub. Blu's. New place. 
Trifle drab. Takes its name far too literally. 
Empty, too. There's one girl and about half 
a dozen boys; a constellation on the dancefloor. 
It's a familiar routine: the boys encircle the girl, 
trap her, show their feathers and make their 
mating calls. 

She sways to the music, her hips in orbit. 
Except there's no music. There's no one behind 
the bar. There's a giant green name floating 
about her head. I'm not entirely sure that everyone 
is real. 

This is www.RedLightCenter.com, and it's very, 
very strange. 

Red Light Center is the internet's newest virtual 
community. Described as "a social experience within 
a 3D virtual reality space", it's an MMOR-a 
massively multi-user online reality. Apparently it's 
"the internet's most sophisticated and advanced 
adult virtual reality universe. ...an online community 
that offers users virtual nightclubs, hotels, bars, 
movie theatres and stores" . 

In other words, it's like a big chatroom, except 
the avatars you choose are three-dimensional and 
can interact with the world around them. Not only 
that, but your avatars can have actual (note - not 
actual) sex with other avatars: the natural evolution 
of cybersex. This is the future, ladies and gentleman. 
And it's really poorly animated. 

After a brief wander through the landscape of 
the game I head for Blu's nightclub. Holly, the only 
girl in the club, is firmly the centre of attention. The 
boys all dance around her, trying to disguise the fact 
that they wanted to take her to the Fantasy Hotel 
and indulge in a bit of pixel fucking. 



I run around in circles alone. It's a Friday night. 
Why aren't I in a real club? Why aren't I with friends? 
I feel like I should be trying to seduce someone, but 
I've never felt less aroused. 

I head to the Bordello, which someone tells 
me is 'where the action is'. Except when I get there 
it looks like a Roman temple that's been converted 
into a Blockbuster Video. After a wander I sit in the 
Jacuzzi with three girls and three boys. All naked. 
All looking at me. If only I had the ability to remove 
my clothes, but that's a VIP-only privilege. For 
someone who's the only clothed one here, I feel 
awfully naked. 

DirtyHoBecki asks if myjeans are getting wet. 
I express regret at not having brought my swimming 
trunks. Wellful says he wishes he could dive 
between AnnaWhisperz' legs and bite them. 
Scared, I decide to stretch my own legs, lest 
they be bitten. 

DirtyHoBecki follows me, and asks me to Blu's 
Nightclub. I agree, and we leave. Is this a date? 
Am I going on a date with DirtyHoBecki? She's 
certainly pretty. But then that's not right, it's 
her avatar that's pretty. My avatar is pretty, that 
doesn't make me the same. She's probably sitting 
in a trailer in Idaho waiting for her trucker husband 
to come home and fail to find her G-spot for half 
an hour until American Idol comes on. I'm being 
mean - she could be a Saki fan for all I know. 
In which case I'm taking her on a real date. 
But. Well, she's not. She's called DirtyHoBecki, 
for Christ's sake! 

Within seconds of entering Blu's, DirtyHoBecki 
is dancing on the bar with OpaGeo. The cad. 
I express a desire for drink. DirtyHoBecki says 



For someone who's 
the only clothed one 
here, I feel awfully 
naked 



she dances better when drunk. I bet. OpaGeo 
and DirtyHoBecki are dirty dancing now. 

Red Light Center is a lot like real life, in that it's 
full of confused people walking around and trying 
to have sex with each other, and failing. Ah well. 
If I'm going to have cybersex I'd rather it was with 
someone who can spell, not someone who likes 
"butt seeks". Spurned by a virtual girl, can I sink 
any lower? 

"Flirt, mingle, and connect," says Red Light 
Center's promotional voiceover. "In a 3-D world 
that feels like you're actually there." 

Well, yeah. You could. Or you could leave the 
house. Tomorrow I'm going to go to a real club. 
I'll get drunk and let the music seep into my sweaty 
pores and I'll dance with someone pretty. 

But for now, in Blu's nightclub, I'm at a loss 
for what to do. I wander over to the large fishtank, 
a feature of the club that would surely look 
incongruous in any real one. I watch them 
swimming around aimlessly, and after remarking 
how strange it must be to be a digital fish, I notice 
that the rest of the club have joined me. 

We stand there forever, mute and dancing; then 
I switch off. 

www.RedLightCenter.com 
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the didactic revenge of 
...nicky wire 

Words: kicking_k 



What is the biggest misconception about 
the band? 

"That we have no sense of humour." 

The most over-used adjective(s)? 

"'Anthemic'. 'Didactic'. 'Intelligence'." 

What was the most heinous lie you ever told 

in an interview? 

"I offered to supply heroin to The Stud Brothers 

(Melody Maker), when the most powerful drug 

I have ever taken is Paracetamol." 

Do you read your own press releases? Do you 

feel they represent you adequately? 

"The best press releases are always a joint effort 

- at the start Richey wrote all our press releases. " 

What was your worst interview and/or 

photoshoot experience? What was the 

weirdest? 

"Worst: Radio Exeter 1 996, the DJ asked me if 

I wrote my own material. At the time Everything 

Must Go had sold a million copies. The weirdest 

press conference was definitely Cuba, surrounding 

by 100 ravenous journalists." 

Correct your worst misquote. 

"'If Blackwood was a museum it would be full 

of shit and rubble.' It was attributed to me but 

Richey said it." 

Has music criticism ever actually helped 

improve the band, even only in spotting 

a mistake or providing a second opinion? 

"Yes, as a rule I prefer journalists to musicians. 

Jon Savage told me the other day that the Manics 

should rock more, which we are." 

If you were lucky enough to be a music 

magazine editor, who would you feature 

and why? Who would you put on the cover? 



"The Horrors, Jeremy 
Deller, The Afternoons, 
Bright Eyes, The 
Cardigans, Jeremy 
Paxman, Beat 
Happening. I would 
put McCarthy on the 
cover, cos they are 
the greatest political 
band we ever had." 
What do you do 
when a band you 
don't like cite you 
as an influence? 
"I feel guilty and decide 
that I like them!" 
What's the favourite 
of your record covers 
and why? 
"Know Your Enemy. 
The artwork is a fucking 
impossible mess, just 
like the record itself." 
What ideas regarding 
'direction' or 
presentation are 
you now glad you 
never followed? 
"I wanted all the band 
to dress as women or 
gay cowboys." 
Have you ever made 
a music video that 
actually expressed 
something about 
the band? 
"Out of 32 videos, six have hit the G-spot. 'Design 
For Life', 'Tolerate', 'You Love Us', 'Motorcycle', 
'Let Robeson Sing' and 'Kevin Carter'." 
Are there any territories where you've never 
had any success? 

"The USA is a complete dead zone for the Manics, 
because we are too intelligent. We have been 
huge in Sweden, Japan, Finland, New Zealand 
and Thailand." 

What product/service/organisation would you 
allow your music to advertise and why? What 
kind of film and/or scene would you most like 
your music to soundtrack? 
"We would love to have our music used on The 
West Wing. I hate films but, if pushed, American 
History X. We have only ever allowed our music to 
be used on one advert for the Australian tourist 

' As a rule I prefer 
journalists to 
musicians' 

board to promote the rugby world cup - and we 

gave 'Design For Life' to the Welsh tourist board for 

free. I could never sink as low as Jack White. " 

Have you ever covered a song 'cause 

you think you can do it better than the 

original? Have you ever covered a song 

by a band you didn't like? Who's the worst 

(or weirdest) band you ever supported? 

Who was the worst (or weirdest) that ever 

supported you? 

"All our cover versions are tributes. Worst band 

we supported - The Levellers. Weirdest support 

band -Six By Seven." 

What's the most actually fairly insane thing 

a fan has done to impress you? 

"Write us letters in their own blood, over a 

sustained period." 

What's the worst question you've ever been 

asked? 

'"What's it like coming from England?' The answer 

was 'Fuck off!'" 
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Simon Peplow sidelicateyes@hotmail.com 
Robert Ramsden www.robertramsden.co.uk 
Yuki Snowwww.yukisnow.co.uk 
Till Thomas Till@tdthomas.de 
Vincent Vanoli vincent.vanoli@free.fr 
Ana Vicente www.anavicente.co.uk 
Anke Weckmann www.linotte.net 

Cover photography: Steve Double 



Plan B Events 

Plan B is looking to work with venues, 
promoters and labels across the UK and 
beyond on gigs, club nights, exhibitions 
and parties. 

In the past two years, Plan B has 
promoted a number of successful events 
with likeminded souls in London, Glasgow, 
Nottingham, Brighton, Bristol, Teeside, 
Cambridge and Edinburgh, and we are 
looking to expand even further across 
the country. If you've got an interesting idea 
for a live event in your area, please contact 
Chris Houghton chris@planbmag.com 
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back issues & subscriptions 

UK - £4.00, EU airmail - £5.50, Rest of the world airmail - £7.50 

Send cheques to Plan B Publishing, PO Box 5047, Hove, BN52 9WY, UK 

Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay by credit card, debit card, or Paypal 

If you have enquiries, please contact richard@planbmag.com 






Issue 15 

CSS, Slayer, 
Outsider Music, 
SpintoBand, 
Circulus, Black 
Angels, Zombi, 
His Name Is Alive, 
Team Shadetek, 
Raindance Film 
Festival, MF Grimm 




Issue 14 

The Gossip, 
Ronnie Spector, 
new Osaka noise, 
Camera Obscura, 
Dead Moon, 
M Ward, Noisettes, 
CasiotoneForThe 
Painfully Alone, 
James Holden 



Issue 13 

Silver Jews, 
Gogol Bordello, 
TV On The Radio, 
Magik Markers, 
Can, Wet Dog, 
JME, Dresden Dolls, 
Ut, Mudhoney, 
Grizzly Bear, New 
Flesh, Various 



Issue 12 

The Long Blondes, 
Final Fantasy, 
Mike Patton, 
The Pipettes, The 
Coup, the dubstep 
revolution, last.fm, 
Black Lips, Jana 
Hunter, Alex 
Smoke, Matmos 
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Issue 11 

Yeah Yeah Yeahs, 
The Knife, Aphex 
Twin, Sonic Youth, 
Scatter, Nalle, 
The Concretes, 
Spank Rock, Battle, 
The Organ, TV 
Personalities, Jack 
Rose, The Seconds 




Issue 10 

The Research, 
Dirty Three, Liars, 
C-Mone, Young 
Marble Giants, 
Nathan Fake, 
Earth, Jens Lekman, 
Belle & Sebastian, 
Neil Gaiman, 
Young People 



Issue 9 

Cat Power, Animal 
Collective, The Go! 
Team, Daniel 
Johnston, Shooting 
At Unarmed Men, 
Okkervil River, Baby 
Blue, Spoon, UK 
electronica, Instal, 
Ladyfest, Panico 




Issue 8 

Black Dice, 
Devendra Banhart, 
a female response 
to crunk, Franz 
Ferdinand, Sufjan 
Stevens, Vashti 
Bunyan, Alexander 
Tucker, Sons & 
Daughters, Patti 
Smith, Yat-Kha 



Issue 7 

Sonic Youth, Smog, 
Kevin Blechdom, 
Oneida, The Blow, 
Architecture In 
Helsinki, Optimo, 
Bloc Party, A Hawk 
And A Hacksaw, 
Black Mountain 



Issue 6 

Afrirampo, 
Electrelane, Antony 
& The Johnsons, 
Sleater-Kinney, 
Quasimoto, ESG, 
Gang Gang Dance, 
Martha Wainwright, 
Final Fantasy, 
The White Stripes, 
JT Leroy 



Issue 5 

Arcade Fire, Ellen 
Allien, M Ward, 
Yeah Yeah Yeahs, 
Nirvana, Lance 
Bangs, Hood, 
Prefuse 73, Slint, 
Sway Dasafo, 
Tracy & The Plastics, 
Alisdair Roberts, 
M.I.A 



Issue 4 

Smoosh, Lydia 
Lunch, Roots 
Manuva, Comets 
On Fire, M Ward, 
Bright Eyes, 
Deerhoof, The Field 
Mice, Sons And 
Daughters, Jeans 
Team, The Gin 
Palace, Losoul 
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Issue 3 

Magnetic Fields, 
John Peel, LCD 
Soundsystem, TV 
On The Radio, 
Avenue D, Nick 
Cave, The Mae Shi, 
!!!,Spektrum, 
Rodney P and UK 
hip hop, RTX 






Issue 0.5 

Joanna Newsom, 
The 5678s, Shystie, 
Comets On Fire, 
Jack Rose, Marine 
Girls, David Cross, 
Benicassim, 
TheThermals, Ian 
Svenonius,TheBug, 
LeTigre, Estelle 




Issue 

Chicks On Speed, 
Graham Coxon, 
TheVonBondies, 
OOIOO,The 
Mountain Goats, 
Electrelane, 
Lightning Bolt + 
Load Records, Gravy 
Train!!!, Kaito, The 
Pastels, Spektrum 



SUBSCRIPTIONS 



UK - 12 issues for £35 (save £4.90 on the cover price) 

EU airmail - 12 issues for £55 

Rest of the World airmail - 12 issues for £75 

Send cheques to: Plan B Publishing, PO Box 5047, Hove, BN52 9WY, UK 

Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay by credit card, debit card, or Paypal 



Check out www.planbmag.com for web- 
exclusive interviews, reviews, articles and 
staff weblogs, stockist information, gig 
guide, secure ordering and the ever 
throbbing discussion forums. 

Plus, coming soon - archive articles from 
the first two years of Plan B. 



The first 20 subscribers will also receive a copy of 
New York Noise Vol 3: Music From The New York 
Underground 1977-1984. 



"That the third instalment of the New York Noise series 
still manages to surprise and delight at almost every 
turn is either a testament to our ignorance or to the 
poverty of so much contemporary music. . .Forget 
chronology - who cares if The Rapture copied it or Ike 
Yard gave birth to it -if you can't throw a damn good 
house party to it, you should get yourself some new 
friends." - Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



New subscribers in November will also receive an 
exclusive A3 Sunn O))) and Boris poster. 



WUStC FROM THE HEW YORK 




DOMINATRIX SNATCH 
JUDY NYLON IMPLOG 
JAMES BLOOD ULMER 
IKE YARD DARK DAY 
MARTIN REV (SUICIDE) 
BORIS POLICEBAND UT 



To qualify for this offer, please mention PB16 
on the back of your cheque, or in the Paypal 
comments box. 



The next issue of Plan B is in WH Smith, 
independent newsagents. Borders, HMV, 
Virgin Megastores, and all good record 
shops the week beginning 4 December 
2006. If you have difficulty finding a copy, 
please enquire at your local record shop. 
For independent newsagents, you can ask 
them to order it at the counter, or email 
andrews@warnersgroup.co.uk 
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E END OF THE 

)RLD 

ITRE MAKING IT 

ME ALIVE 

/YQRKFOURPIECES 



T INDIE GUITAR ROCK 

, CASS MCCQMB3 fi"HE 

.KWEN THAT VEERS 

> WJLCO t NEIL VOUNG 

RITORY. 

MESHOVEL RECORDS ■ 



JAY REATARD 
BLOOD VISIONS 

DEBUT SOLO ALBUM FROM 
FORMER REATARDS 
FOUNDER/FROhfTMAN 
COMBINING THE REATARDS 
AGGRESSIVE APPROACH 
WITH AN EARLY MS UK 
PUNK MELODIC EDGE, LIKE 
THE ADVERTS"" 
IN THE RED RECORDS - 

uvea 



FEATHERS 



SYNCHRONY 

NL'-V MINI FROM MIAMI S 
FEATHERS. RECORDED 
WITH JOHN MCENTIRE AMD 
SOUNDING MUCH LIKE 
WILLEONS' ERA TORTOISE t 
BROADCAST AMD PORED 
OVER DUSTY 7Q5 
SOUNDTRACKS- 
HOME TAPES RECORDS - 
MOD 



+ 



LETS BUILD A 

FIRE 

NEW ALBUM FROM 
EX-VERSUS MEMBERS, 
MELOCHC. WISTFUL POP 
WITH A DYNAMIC SOUND IN 
THE VEIN OF AND RECOM- 
MENDED FOR FANS OF THE 
POSTAL SERVECE DEATH 
CABFORCUTIE VERSUS 
ABSOLUTELY KOSHER - CD 



GHOST CLUB 
SUICIDE TRAIN 

NEW ALBUM FROM GHOST 
CLUB < FEAT EX-MEMBERS 
OF NEW ZEALAND 5 3DS) A 
GREAT COLLECTION OF 
RAGGED AND THRILLING 
SONtC ROCK AND ROLL 
HELLSQUAD RECORDS - CD 




,E DEXATEENS 
IRE HE 

ALBUM FROM THIS 
MA BAND. WHO TAP 
THE STONES 72 
iCLE SHOALS" SOUND 
TAKE IT TO THE MAN 
ZING SOUTHERN FRIED 
IK AND SOUL 
,RFCORDS.CO 



ttfQ^ii 



mtmk 




■ii :--^! -.tii i. 1 -m - 
si nQRifl via r»iN 



ANDREW 
WEATHERALL 



TAKtNG CLEAR SONIC CUES 
FROM HIS STATUS AS A 
DANCE, TECHNO & HOUSE 
PHENOMENON WHILST 
ACKNOWLEDGING HPS 
PROFESSED LOVE OF 
PROTEST MUSIC - ROCKA- 
BILLY. SOUL ROCK H ROLL 
flOrWS GOLF CLUB - 
MCD/12" 




HELLICARCRAGO 
LEWIS LLOYD & 
FRIENDS 

l SLOWER 

DEPUT M INI ALBUM FROM 
THIS LONDON BASED 7 
PIECE THEY DRAW ON A 
MYfl I AD OF INFLUENCES 
FROM THE UK FOLK-ROCK 
OF THE PENTANGLE i 
RICHARD THOMPSON 
VARIETY TO PSYCHEDELIA 
KEVIN AYERS, WEEN AND 
MUCHMOREJ 
THE SACRED HARP 
LIBRARY -CD 



THE KING KHAN & 
BBQ SHOW 
WHATS FOR 
DINNER 

AWESOME TWO PIECE 

DISHING OUT WILD GARAGE 
PUNK AND SOUL, LIKE 
BLACK Fi AG SAM COOK F 
13TTH FLOOR ELEVATORS 
THE 5QNIC5. AND THE 
VELVET UNDFRGOliND AT A 
LATE NIGHT CLUB! KILLER 1 



IN THE RED RECORDS ■ 



SOMEONE STILL 
LOVES YOU BORIS 
YELTSIN 
BROOM 

GREAT DEBUT AL BUM OF 
SPARKLING POP FROM THIS 
NEW US. FOURPIECE. 
TAKING OVFR FROM THR 
SHINS. ELLIOT SMITH, OF 
MONTREAL PAVEMENT 
ETC AS YOUR NEW 
FAVOURITE POP BAND' 
POLYVINYL RECORDS - 
LP/CD 



out now 



Available in all good record stores and mail orders 



Available at amaioiicauk fort© 



JADE TREE ARTISTS ON TOUR IN THE UK 



$H*W»Efti 

MmmtK 



Snowden 



'Anti-Anti' 



- Bnghton, Engine Rooms 

■ Londan, Old Slue Last 

■ Leeds, COCk^ I 

■ Glasgow. Nice N Sleazy 

- 5 under I a red, Independent 

■ Sheffield, oorporatton 

■ Barmcngham H Jug of Ale 

■ Lnndon, Hetnn Dub 

■ Southampton, UmL 22 
-Cardiff, ClwMforBacn 






ON TOUR 



These Arms are Snak 



New album out nn* 1 



'Easter 1 



rtsof glrx«n"Tl*eSun 



28 Nov - Exeter Cavern Cluti 

29 Nov ■ London Underworld 

30 Nov - Mancircaer Satan's Halle, 

01 Dec - Birmingham ux 

02 Dec - Glasgow Ntce N Sleazy 

03 Dec - Sheffield corporation 

04 Dec - Sunderland Independent 

05 Dec - Leeds Cockpit 

06 Dec - Bjigftton Engine Rooms 

07 Dec - Southampton Unit 22 

ing •£ perhaps 

a GissarvKB.- Metal Hammer 



